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AS A TRIBUTE 

OF FILIAL LOVE AND GRATITUDE, 

BY HIS OBEDIENT SON, 

THE AUTHOR. 



PREFACE. 



To assume a tone of indifference as to the success 
or failure of this our first literary venture would be 
to inflict an impertinence upon the reader, of which 
we will not be guilty. 

Conscious, however, that, whether these attempts 
at versification meet with approbation or condem- 
nation, they cannot perhaps be justly charged with 
conveying false or immoral sentiments ; and, reflect- 
ing on the many hours of quiet happiness spent in 
their composition, we can the more readily leave the 
question of their literary promise or worthlessness 
to the candid decision of the reader ; unwilling to 
appeal to any extrinsic demands upon his approba- 
tion. 

Harby, 1865. 
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JEPHTHAH: 

SI 9Dramatlc t^oem» 



" LeaTing the promise of my bridal bower." 

—A Dream affair Women. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS, 

Jephthah. I Jehu. 

AzuBAH. I Messengers. 

Chonises. 



The scene of the Drama is in tlie land of Gilead, Mizpeh, 
and Tob, 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — ^Jbphthah and Azijbah in retired part of a 
cave ; Brigands about the mouth of the cave. 

Jeph, Then nestle closer to my heart, 
Thou timid fluttering bird ! Forsooth thy breast 
Tumultuous heaves as Chinnerith's dark tide, 
When storms are brooding o'er its waves. Fear not 
Their rugged looks and swarthy visages ; 
It is thy guard of honour, Azubah, 
Of whom not one would wish, or dare to fright 
Thy timid soul ! 

Azub, It is not for myself 

I fear; and yet at night, when darkness shrouds 
This gloomy vault, striving to break the halo 
Crowning the solitary torch beside 
My couch of rustling leaves, methinks I see 
Dark eyes gleam, glistening, through the ebon night, 
like eyes grotesque of monsters, by our foes 
Adored as gods. 

O father, can it be 
The ruins of some horrid dream that press 
Like fallen temple-columns on the flowers — 
The sweet wild-flowers by Fancy dewed and sunned— 
Within the fertile garden oi tlie imiA^ 



JEPHTHAH. 

Be as it may, I strive in vain to pour 

My errant soul in mirth, although my breast 

At times is full of joy as birds of song : 

But o'er the glowing landscape of my heart 

The black cloud gathers, and all mirth is hush'd. 

Even while the soul of joy hangs tremblingly 

Upon my lips : so falls transfixed by shaft 

Of pain the silver-throated chorister 

With song and smothered cry of agony 

Contending in the passage of his throat ! 

jSometimes, in lapse of thought, I see the air 

Grow instinct with a melancholy face, 

Infusing pleasure through my trembling frame : 

There beams such tender radiance through its eyes 

I cannot choose but look . . . Thou turn'st away ; 

Alas ! I know it is but childish stufi^ 

And yet it circles round my heart, and holds 

It prisoner to willing awe ! Say, father. 

Is it the shadow of some evil, far. 

Too far removed beyond my memory ; 

Or, the precursive looming of events. 

As yet locked in the secret urn of fate, 

Making my spirit's pinions listless droop 

With feeble flutter 'gainst my throbbing breast, 

When they should rather wing ambitious flight, 

And scale Imagination's sunny peaks ? 

So have I seen the Shadow of the King 

Of Tempests trail his light-embroidered skirts 

Between the songster and the sun, and rend 

Aside the incense-worship of his song. 
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JepK My child, my stubborn spirit cannot mould 
Its close-grained, rough-hewn, grosser sense and 

thought, 
In plastic yielding to thy finer will : 
But, oh ! I wish mine eyes could read the dark 
Enigma of thy soul, and thrust aside 
Each rude assault of threatened evlL 

Asvb, . Father! 

Hast thou not promised oft to satisfy 
My ardent longing for thy history ? 
I pray thee now redeem the pledge ; the past 
Ev*n as the present and the future hour, 
The all that doth pertain to thee, I share. 
And herein ask but for mine own. 

Jeph, I would not. 
Without cause, rend aside the veil that wraps 
From sight the burning thoughts and maddening deeds, 
Whose epitaph is graven on my heart : 
But at thy earnest pleading. . . . When I gaze 
On thee, the mirrored image of thy mother 

Azvh. Oh talk to me of her ; thou never speakest 
Of her but in half words, in whispered sighs, 
With downcast eyes and indrawn, bated breath : 
And yet my eager peering soul demands, 
Through every minute of the lingering day. 
And in each slow-winged moment of the night, 
Whether the face my fancy bodies forth 
From out the silent air, be like her. Speak ! 
My eager curiosity delays 
The boon it craves. 
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JepK Then sit thee down, my dove ; 

Alas, how like a falcon am I to thee, 
Thou meek-eyed messenger of peace ! Sit down, 
And while my trusty hearts of rugged worth 
Yonder discuss the war-snatched evening meal 
I will perforce acquaint thee with the past 
That harrows up too faithful memory. . . . 
EVn such the lengthened oval of Aeriace; 
The olive tinge subduing the warm blush ; 
The lustrous eye downcast and dark ; the tress 
Putting to shame the raven's boasted jet ; 
The spirit peering through each avenue 
Of sense, to consecrate the beauteous whole ; 
She hung upon my bosom like the blaze 
Of jewelled light on Aaron's breast, and made 
Of Jephthah her sufficient Priest of Love ! 

Azub. Oh yes, 'tis she, 'tis she ! The cadent pearls, 
Fringing the lashes of her moistened eye, 
Ev'n as rich gems the deep embroidery 
Of Babylonish garb of costly price 
Translucent as the beaded rime strung on 
The filmy thread of gossamer at dawn. . . . 

Jeph, How! Hast thou seen her, child? My 
spirit quakes. 
And hangs upon thine answer. 

Asvb, Father, yes ; 

But in the visions of the night alone ; 
Or faintly pencilled by my prescient fancy. 
There is a faculty within my mind 
As much more subtle than dull memory, 
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As this quick soul is finer than its shell ; 

And when a look ; the gleaming of an arm ; 

The rounding of a cheek ; a tone ; a sigh ; 

The incense of a fragrant bud or leaf ; 

A melody at shut of eve ; a nothing ; 

When such aerial essences as these 

Strike on the keynote of my fantasy, 

A dulcet train of airy symphonies 

Lead on my tripping soul to faded realms ; 

And there amid all beauty beautiful, 

The rough-edged Eeal rounded by the stream 

Of flowing Time, that pensive face doth smile 

As ndnbowed through the prism of my tears. 

Jeph, EVn such as thou, as plaintive and as fond. 
When ruthless hands dealt the ungrateful blow 
That shattered all my happiness I The bloom 
Upon her cheek could no more bide the touch 
Of sharp distress, than the soft creamy down 
Upon the peach resist the spoiler's hand. 
Combined, they drove me from my father's tent, 
These champions of marriage sanctity — 
Such was the colour of their forceful fraud ; 
And vowed his fatlings and his fiocks should smoke 
No more upon my table or mine altar. 
I recked not loss of wealth, since such could bar 
The portals of their hearts against the knock 
Of kinship, and of service past, but took 

Abiah 

Azuh, This, then, was my mother^s name ? — 
J^h With heart as liglataom^ s^a a.\i\i$i%^ ^as^?^'. 
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Oh, I may add, a^d with as little store 

Of worldly wealth, and with more ignorance — 

Blind, goilty, fatal ignorance of all 

The rode mishaps that might accrue ere shut 

Of eve to my poor nestling. Fool ! I thought 

The jewel hanging on my heart could draw 

In sickness ; and in trial of noontide heat 

And chill of night; in drought and when the 

floods 
Overwhelmed us ; on the treasury of love. 
Nor know the presence of exterior ilL 
Love such as ours, I deemed, could not be tied 
To circumstance, but soon would pile in heaps 
The dead Elgyptians on the Eed Sea shore, 
Striving to bar the way to Canaan ; 
And, like the Angel of the Covenant, 
Bid all the waste and howling wilderness 
Be dewed with heavenly ambrosial food. 

Disease stole with insidious tread, and pressed 
His clammy finger on her marble brow. 
And shot a spasm through her heart Hast seen 
The cankering tooth of winter gnaw the bud 
Just bursting into beauty 1 — ^The chaste rose 
Paled from her cheek ; the dreamy light grew dim, 
(As stars before the ardent searching eye 
Of day,) within the lustrous orbs that lost, 
But in the film of death, their steadfast gaze 
Of deep affection. Marah's pool, indeed. 
Now mocked our thirsting sight. 
Azub. I needs must weep. 
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Jefph, And I must weep, and they shall weep, weep 
too! 
Yea, tears of wrath, of unavailing rage, 
Still blind my sight, while fury impotent 
Gnaws at my heart, and urges me to madness ! 
To think that they should snatch my crown of life; 
The garland that adorned my youthful brow ; 
The hand that strewed my rugged path with flowers ; 
The prescient eye that plucked the hidden thorn, 
And poured a balm upon the festering smart; 
My all of earth, and much of heaven ; while I 
Hung helpless o'er her dying couch. But tears 
Of blood shall yet a thousandfold exceed 
The waters wrung from my still flowing eyes. 
And mock their thirsty wail with bitterness ! 

Azah, In firm faith leave to righteous Heaven the 
task 
To smite the jawbones of thine enemies. 

Jefph, I dreamed my love could well suffice for food. 
For clothing, health, and all the needful uses 
That chain us to the lower earth. I woke 
To realise the blasting of all hopes ; 
The rending of each tie ; the loss of that 
Had made the earth a heaven, and ministered 
Delight. . . . But Heaven be praised ! yet one desire 
Was left, besides thy love — ^the thirst for vengeance : 
I nursed the thought, yea, next my heart, imtil 
It preyed upon my heart, and feeds thereon. 

Azvib, Dismiss it, father, for it is a thought 
Unworthy thee; and hope, — ^iio\. \.o iotgc?^ 
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The malice of thy foes, but, rather, see 

The heavens rain down judgments on their heads. 

Jeph, Eeckless of life or death, and merciless 
To others' sufferings as mine had been 
Derided, and with biting scorn contemned ; 
I centred round me these swart visages 
With beards untrimmed and horrent hair distent, 
With hearts impervious to the gentle touch 
Of pity, as their armour to the stroke 
Of rash assault. 

Through years of inward strife ; 
Of anguish of the heart ; delayed revenge; 
Of wrong let loose beyond control ; of pain 
And broken rest ; and watch-consumed nights ; 
Intestine feud ; and secret treachery ; 
Of wounds won in unequal war ; of drought 
And drear discomfort in these howling wastes ; 
These hands have wrung the needed daily meal 
From churlish countrymen, or neighbour foes, 
Until the natural, upspringing fount 
Of Pity, like the tempest-riven cisterns 
Along the ravaged hillside, mocks its use. 
Save when thy cheek pillowed on mine, a rose 
Cradled upon the thorny parent stem, 
Redeems to gentleness my native soul, 
I breathe the spirit of these ragged rocks, 
Meeting half way the envious blasts of Fate — 
These cruel forest depths and gloomy caves. 
A tempest-shattered oak, lone sentinel 
Beside the unfrequented paths of men, 
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Lifting iU wizard -like contorted arms 

In rigid declamation 'gainst the skies, 

Whose persecuting glare hath checked its growth. 

The lightning glance of human wrath hath drunk 

The rising sap of sweet humanity. 

It matters not, for thou hast garlanded 

The hoary rude asperities with green, 

With trailing festoons of sweet climbing beauty. 

But thou art wearied with my tala Let sleep 

Anoint thine eyes, for converse such as this 

111 suits thy tender frailty. Go seek 

Thy snug accustomed couch within the lair ; 

Foul lair to company such diverse worth 

As thou and yonder herd ! But go, and dreams 

Of Jehu occupy thy loving soul, 

Spreading before thine eyes a Pisgah view 

Of Love's bright Land of Promise at thy feet. 

[Exit Jephthah. 
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ACT 11. 
SCEliiE l^Time— Night. Banks of the Jahhoh 

Jehu, like orbed silver ornament heaving, 
In fluctuations soft, upon the breast 
Of maiden lily fair ; the rising moon 
Silvering o'er the tree-tops in the east, 
Trembles upon their leafy bosoms, stirred 
To dreamy motion by the breeze ! But see 
How peaceful sleeps the pool by Jabbok's stream, 
A sheet of silver mounted in dark green, 
Unruffled as a virgin's vesper hymn ! 
Oh, would the current of our lives and loves 
Could find some equal sheltered nook, as still 
And deep as this! 

Azuh, Think'st, then, thou couldst 

content 
Aspiring warrior-zeal in such a scene ? 
I fear thy thoughts would stagnate left alone 
To silent peace and me ; or, wandering, glide. 
By errant channels, and through devious ways 
Shunning the day, unto their native stream. 
Why point my gaze to yonder silver shield ? 
Canst thou not rather see the arrowy light 
Beflected from the warrior's burnished mail, 
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As prone he lies upon his arms along 
The dewy sands 1 And yonder sentinel, 
Stealthy companion of the wolf and fox, 
As ravenous, as cruel, and as keen ; 
Mark how the sheen illumes his lifted spear. 
And smiles upon the point of death. Oh, no, 
It is not all of peace ; nor would I wish 
It were, for in my bosom, darkling, gleams 
The faint reflection of my father's fire ! 

Jehu, Witness the God of battles, Azubah, 
The sword of Jehu never coward slept 
Within the scabbard when the wrong of maid, 
Of matron, or oppressed for justice cried ! 
And yet at times my soul grows sick with fond 
Desire and languishment, and, aching, craves 
Thy dear society in other scenes 
More consonant to thy unfolding beauties ; 
And yet my wish is loyal as my hand 
To Jephthah's purposes and interests. 
I would not rob thy father of his pride. 
His life, his love, his all, to snatch my hope. 
My treasure, and my soul ; for I have brooked 
The scorn of brethren, curse of kindred, all 
That petty spite and interested hate 
Could heap upon my head, to sojourn here 
Within these mountain deserts, happy made 
By thee, even as the bowers of Paradise 
By Eve ; and patiently for my reward, 
For my exceeding great reward, have tarried ; 
Nay, more, I am content to lingex oii> 
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A pilgrim from the shrine of Hope, if thou, 
Indeed, wilt have it so; but 

Azuh. Cease, Jehu ! 

Thou canst but faintly pencil half my soul 
Intensely feels, with pangs how keen I yet know 
The love that wells around thy tender heart 
Is grateful as the stream to thirsty sands. 
I dare not say how eager love responds 
To the warm wishes of thy amorous sighs, 
And trembling seeks to hide from its own thoughts 
The nameless mysteries of marriage love ; 
Yet share I all my father's pride, and scorn 
A tame return to kindred who have wrought 
On his devoted head such grievous wrong 
As shall be yet avenged. Oh, hope that Heaven, 
In answer to a virgin's prayers and tears, 
Will open up a way to happiness. 
Though to our mortal sight the way seem barred 1 

Jehu. Thou bidd'st me hope, yet thi/ pale cheek, 
and eye 
Of late so low downcast, proclaim thy breast 
No refuge to the welcome messenger ! 
Some hidden grief, or some high impulse shares, — 
A rebel to the fealty of Love, 
My late dominion o'er thy troubled breast 

Aztib, Affection magnifies thy curious fears. 

Jehu, Thou art a treasure worth my jealous care. 
Oh how I long to wear thee on my heart, 
A gem of lustre rare ! 

Azub, Dost thou believe 
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In dreams, Jehu 1 In visions of deep sleep, 

Did not our father Abraham foresee 

The future destiny of all his sons 

In Egypt 1 Say, who leads the airy soul 

From curtained sleep to tread the devious maze 

Of strange existence ; ponder ere thou speak ; 

For on thy little answer, yes or no, 

A world of life, and love, and happiness 

Depends ; my conduct in the coming trial. 

And much of thine as is entwined therewith. 

Jehu, The current of my life retires amazed 
Within the fortress of the heart ; there lurks 
Within thy question secret enmity 
Against my peace. 

Azub. Thou dost not answer me ! — 

Jehu, 1 dare not weight the balance of thy doubt 
With words repentance never can repeal. 
But wherefore, with flushed cheek and bated breath, 
With indrawn sighs and Arm resolved look, 
Dost soimd the loud alarum at my heart 1 

Azub, Jehu, I will not let too coy reserve, 
Eetentive of the hoarded wealth of love. 
Veil from thine eyes my cherished secret hope 
To double all thy joys, and halve thy cares, 
And comfort thee, e'en as Eebecca poured 
The oil of gladness in her husband's wounds. 

With satisfying thoughts of thee, erewhile 
I dulled the hungry edge of appetite. 
Till tenderness o'erran my eyes and heart, 
Lulling me with the pendant peaxV;^ \a^s 
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Just hanging on my cheek, and clinging joy, 

The full fruition of my hope delayed, 

Close nestling near my heart, to dreams of love 

And thee, Jehu. I do not blush to tell ; 

A high-souled maiden, sprung from Israel's seed, 

Can have no need to blush when she declares 

The pure religious flame that lights her breast. 

As the Shechinah in the dwelling-place 

Made sacred by the presence of our God ; 

And reasons have I why I thus reveal 

To-night the secret workings of my mind. 

Jehu, I will not seek to rend aside the veil 
Shrouding those reasons from my dancing joy ; 
It doth suffice that thou hast made my heart. 
Too often sad of late with hope deferred, 
Renew her lease of happiness and life, — 
A dear reversion, be the tenor what 
It may. 

Azvib, Oh, prithee, prithee cease, forbear. 
And hncyw my reasons, Jehu ; and shouldst ask 
Why first I buoy thee with a feathery hope. 
Then clog thy gladness with a leaden grief; — 
Witness, my God ! 'tis not to torture thee, 
And bare to gaze the writhings of thy sorrow, 
But give thee strength to cope the coming ill ! 

Jehu, The coming ill ! What ill can come with 
love. 
And thee to beautify the daily round 
Of life, and sanctify the common task % 
11 mere anticipation of the hour, 
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That rises like a star before my sight, 

Can draw mine upward gaze and thought, and point 

My steps right onward to the wished-f or goal, 

How shall ^ot the fruition of my hope 

Climb, sunlike, more and more to perfect day. 

And banish all the crouching forms of ill 

Liu'king beneath the ebon wing of night ! 

Azuh. Why should I cruel interrupt thy joy. 
Sweeping with Discord's fingers 'mong thy heart- 
strings. 
The wailing cadence of untimely grief ? 

Jehu, Thou dost not soar with me to Heaven up- 
borne 
On wings of Hope. 

Aztih, Oh, cease, or thou wilt break 

My heart in twain ! Yet I must shatter thine, 
With all its precious freightage of sweet thoughts, — 
Eich casket to a richer gem. Tis mine ; 
And yet not mine, if envious dreams foretell 
The coming on of after ilL 

Jehu, What dreams ? 

Do shadows of the night invade the realm 
Made consecrate by our sworn fealty ? 
They are but spots upon the sun of love, — 
A foil to its exceeding brilliancy. 

Azuh, I spoke of yesternight ; there yet remains 
To ease my bosom of a weary load, 
And stagger thee with the huge weight of grief. 
In the deep vision of the night, a hand. 
Shadowy as a dream, drew bafik \\v& n^^ 



18 JEPHTHAH. 

Wrapping the yet unborn event from reach 
Of mortal sight My conscious self, methought, 
Merged into new existence, as the shades, 
Quivering on the brook beneath the glade^ 
Laugh into sunny gleams of dancing joy 
When the glad sun smiles on the kissing tree-tops. 
Like Miriam along the Red Sea sands, 
I led a bright procession on the way. 
As tuneful as the starry flock that tread 
The footprints of the vesper star along 
The listening skies. The heavens re-echoed far 
The thrilling bursts of joy that bounding leapt 
From the wide throng, until the air 
Grew instinct with the incense of our anthems. 
The mountain-peaks caught up the gathering swell 
From the deep vales beneath, while rivers poured 
The rolling bass in deep majestic floods 
Of harmony divine, till to mine eye 
There stood revealed on high a seraph-troop 
Responsive to our earth-bom minstrelsy. 
The tabret, pipe, and timbrel rang to heaven 
The glad thanksgiving welling from our hearts, 
For vengeance wreaked upon the haughty foe 
By Israel's God. Applauding warriors 
Caught up the universal strain, and sang 
The mighty wrath flaming in day of battle 
Upon their swords, a terror to the foe ! 
Jeliu, Whence, then, this smothered sense of some 
mishap 
Thus cradled by thy fears t 
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Azub. . I woke ; but sleep 

Besomed her sway, transporting me again 
To crowded scenes, but not, alas, of joy ! 
Once more the centre of admiring eyes. 
My gaze distilled on every side the fount 
Of tears. Disconsolate and lone, yea, lone 
In that vast throng of sympathising hearts, 
I sought thy presence, never failing yet, 
But found it not, — ^while whispers circled round : 
**The victim of a rashly-spoken vow. 
To heaven devoted, she remains unwed." 

Jehu. Bend not the chequered web of hopes and 
fears 
That yet has clothed the future in a robe 
Fit for a cherub, by thy cruel words 1 
Alas ! why do I weight the heavy stroke 
That crushes thus thy yearning soul, by harsh 
Beproaches I 'Tis my place to soothe thy sadness ; 
And, wilt thou wait until my stricken heart 
Besumes enough of life, I '11 seek— I 'U seek — 
What shall I seek, of all on earth bereft. 
If thus the voice of prescient Fate foredooms, 

In dreams, thy destiny ? It cannot be 

[Trumpets sound. 

Azub. What loud alarum frights the wonted calm 
Of these drear wilds) 

Jehu, I heard it not ! My ears 

Are stunned with the loud note of war against 
My inner peace, and cannot thrill again 
Unto the petty knocks of smaAkx ^o^^ 
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Enter Attendant. 

Atten. Our captain seeks thy instant aid, Jehn, 
And counsel in an urgent business. 

Jehti, What ! Business ! What business can touch 
This shattered fragment of a heart ? But go ; 
Ketum our captain, I '11 be there anon. 

[Exit Attendant 
What sudden film hath dimmed mine outward eye, 
And spread a heavy pall around my heart 1 
A moment hence, and this high firmament, 
Spangled with gems and silver frets of fire, — 
This spreading ring of space, of which I stood 
The centre, and in thought the future lord,— 
So soon collapsed ! What hand hath dashed among 
The chords? The blue pavilion-dome is shrunk; 
The ring of darkness closes round my soul; 
And I, the towering giant 'neath the tent, 
Fall from myself, and am — ^What am I ? 
A bubble, borne along the stream of chance; 
A lyre, breathed on by every passing breeze, 
Whose every note is tuned to melancholy. 

^2:2^5. He takes no farewell, leaves no parting sigh 
For memory to treasure, and return. 
With tenfold interest, in a happier hour. 
His noble heart is nigh o'erpowered with grief ; 
And mine ] Oh, grant me strength, great God, to bear 
The heavy burden of Thy dread demand. 
Tone down the wild luxuriance of my thought; 
Prune off the surplusage of wanton hope ; 
Tram my young frailty to grow by Thee, 
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Twilling the less around all earthly love ; 

And graft upon the stock sweet thoughts of grace, 

That Heaven may fill the void left in my breast 



SCENE IL—Gave, Jephthah and hand. Enter Messen- 
gers from Israelites. Azubah and Jehu a little 
retired from the group, 

Jeph. Shall Jephthah kiss thy hand and hinge the 
knee, 
Grown stubborn in its panoply of late, 
Before thy delegated excellence ? 
And shall the weary wanderer of these wUds, 
With cozening tongue, fawn feigned gratitude 
For the reflected honour of your trust ] 
Te do mistake me, mighty lords. Am / 
The potent influence ye deem, to check 
The rude overtopping surge of savage conquest, 
By Ammon poured along your frighted plains 1 
Is this the Council-Hall of one who sways 
A nation's destinies 1 or this the Court, 
Qorgeous in jewelled pomp and war-snatched gems, 
Fenced round by leaders of obsequious hosts. 
And arms-apprenticed chivalry 1 Ye mock 
The outlaw in his den. Can I roll back 
The tide of rapine once let loose, and chain 
Upon his bed the swelling conqueror ? 
It is a pleasant jest : I am yo\)x W\X, 
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Pierced through and through with your wit-feathered 

shafts ! 
Nay, do not quail : I love a jest myself, 
And have some humour, too, though harsher war 
Hath blunted its fine edge. 

Mess. We crave thy aid 

With supplicating reverence, dread chief. 
Nor dare to jest where Israel humbly hopes 
A saviour. 

Jeph, Saviour? I? Am not IJephthah 1 — 

I, shorn of wealth, bereft of kindred, tracked 
By hunters of my blood eVn to these wilds : 
Can I save others with my palsied arm ) 
I strove in years gone by, when youth was strong 
And hope beat high, to succour one I loved 
With passion far too deep for shallow thought 
To fathom. But Fate mocked at my weak art, 
And snatched the treasured blossom from my 

grasp. 
Ye know the tale, my lords ; at least 'tis burnt, 
In fiery letters, on my heart's seared page. 
And hath not been erased with floods of tears. 
Ye lean upon a bruised reed. Can I, 
The outcast of my father's sons, avail 
Against ^e might that hath o'erpowered their 

strength, — 
Trailing their drooping honours through the dust ? 
I wot I am too mean, too pitiful, 
To bear the armour of those champions — 
Those valiant masters of the art of war; 
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And ye would crush me with a load, my lords, 
Their shoulders could not brook. 

Mess. We dread the task 

The pointing finger of thy irony 
Directs our offices to carry. Hope 
Is none, if Jephthah scorn the orphan cry 
Of Israel in his hour of need ! 

J^h, What says 

Jehu ? Shall we weigh down with services 
The swellings of these arch-conspirators 
Against our peace, and thereby hold in chains 
The hands that manacled ourselves to grief ) 

Jehu, The angel of the Future from the mists 
Points out the way, but all too indistinct 
To sway my errant judgment Azubah, 
Perchance thy prophet eye shall, like the sun, 
Boll back the clouds to clothe them all with light. 

Jq)h, Say, what is this) Thy words no import 
carry 
To my dulled sense. 

Mess. [^0 Azubah.] Let female pity touch 
Thy woman's heart for Israel's crying wrongs ; 
So may thy matron years ne'er wail the loss 
Of child or husband rapt from thee by war. 

Azttb. Of husband! children! Yet why muse I 
thus) 
The well-meant wish is simple to the sense ; 
Yet wakes it none the less a misery 
That slept awhile. 

But Hv:-; . oil m-^^ TMk ^Tk^ 
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Its consdons victim. Let my father know 

His daughter pleads as woman's voice should plead, 

And as my injured mother's would have done, 

For merciful remission at thy hands ; 

So shalt thou heap upon their cowering heads 

A fire of coals that will consume the fuel 

Feeding their ire. And, father, should perchance 

My insufficient words be powerless 

To banish memory of other days. 

And the deep deeds those days have calendered, 

Believe the voice of inspiration breathes 

From high through my weak pleading. 

Jeph. Azubah, 

Thy plaint shall be religiously subscribed 
With my acceptance. Nay, no thanks ; but thus 
Return, in brief, to the assembled chiefs ; 
Jephthah will buy a cheap revenge, and bare 
Unto their gaze the true nobility 
Of his poor heart, though victim to their strife 
In years gone by ; and for the past, he will, 
With finger of forgiveness, blur it aU, 
Presenting a fair blank instead whereon 
To pen their gratitude. 

Mess, Accept our thanks 

For proffer of thy valiant arm to stem 
The growing flood of armed invasion. 

Jeph. Stay! 

Resolve me yet one doubt, or by the throne 
Of God I stir not hence, — ^how shall I bind 
These slippery traitors to my former trust, 
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Unto the strict performance of their terms ; 
For though I may forgive, I cannot all 
Forget how their prolific brain conceives 
A thousand shifts and cunning frauds ] 

Mess, So wilt 

Thou lay an oath upon their consciences ; 
Jehovah shall be witness to their vow 
To delegate to thee dominion 
Over the land enfranchised by thy sword. 

Jeph Then if they break their faith the eye of God 
Shall wither up their sap of life, His breath 
Thrill through their veins a fiery pestilence, 
Tainting existence with disease beyond 
The reach of human skilL 

Mess. We do accept 

The curse, if broken fealty succeed 
The freedom waiting on thy sword. 

Jeph, Jehu, 

Dispense such hospitality as squares 
The rather with our means than their deserts ; 
And let a piquant welcome be the sauce 
To whet your daintier appetites, my lords ; 
So Jephthah bids you all farewell awhile ! 

\Exit Jl^PHTEAB. 
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L SCENiB in. — ^AzuBAH reclining on a hank near the 
Jordan, Time— Evening. 

Assub, How like the swelling Jordan at my feet 
The river of my love ! that bursts to light 
From triple source among the distant hills; 
Beligion, Passion, Gratitude have merged 
From far-off sources in my distant youth 
To swell the other welling at my heart, 
As Jordan now o'erflows his double banks ! 
In errant channels, 'mong the laughing flowers, 
This babbled on its half-unconscious way, 
Or modestly, beneath the arching glade 
Hid from the eye of day, retired to hold, 
Among the melancholy sedge and reeds. 
Contemplative communings on its own 
Existence, origin, and destined end ! 
The stream dilated, as my antitype 
On Merom's fickle shore, into a wide 
Expansive pool of sober thought, to plunge 
Into a sea of anxious doubts and fears 
As troubled as the waves of Chinnerith, 
Save when the sobbing and repentant flood, 
Cradled upon the arm of happiness, 
Sank hushed to slumber deep and stUL 



The Btream hath broader, deeper rolled, and now 
Expends resistance 'gainst the rocks and shoals 
That envious impede its onward course; 
Ibgt^ihim volume and intensity, 
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Augmented by a hundred kindred streams, 

Each tributary to the parent flood, 

Each adding further taint and stain, alas. 

Of earthy matter to the grosser tide. 

Its pleased and pleasant way one terminates 

Abrupt upon the barren Salt Sea strand. 

Where ends the other ? Nay, I will not ask; 

And yet the question ever loudly knocks 

Against my heart, proving unwelcome guest 

To harbour there! I '11 lay me down awhile, 

Beneath the shadow of yon palm, to sleep 

Away this heavy weariness of heart, [She Bleeps. 
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ACT IIL 

SCENE L — ^MizPEH. Ervter Priests in procession^ 
Jephthah cut their head, 

Jeph [Before the altar.'] O God, I place my life 
within my hand, 
To pluck the crown of thorns Thy will hath wreathed 
Around the bleeding brows of Israel, — 
Not trusting in this straitened arm of flesh, 
Or challenging success from the new zeal 
Flaming upon the altar-hearts of these 
Assembled warrior hosts. The few elect, 
In whom Thy mighty Spirit breathed, were all 
Sufficient to the hand of Gideon, 
To wjdng deliverance, in years gone by. 
From Midian's nomad hordes ; and Ammon's bones 
Shall bleach with theirs upon the dewy sands. 
If Thy high purpose sanctify my zeal. 
And consecrate the humble minister. 
Now kneeling prostrate at Thy hallowed shrine, 
The chosen vessel of Thy wrath to pour 
The dregs of bitter loss and crushed defeat 
Upon Thy foes. 

The shaft, the spear, the bow, 
Th^ptmopfy oi arm^ hosts, the shock 
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Of rude cqlliaon in the seething strife, 
The Vaulting flame of warrior zeal, the deed 
Of valour flaming from the vengeful sword, — 
Unless Thy present eye direct the hour, 
Boll back, in huge confusion and dread loss, 
The broken instruments of their own shame. 
Jehovah ! from Thy dwelling-place look down ! 
Oh, veil no more Thy Deity in frowns ; 
But let the broken and repentant sobs 
Of these returning prodigals, who wail 
The echo of my bursting heart's lone cry, 
Besiege Thy throne of grace to call down showers 
Of plenteous redemption on the drought 
Scorching their thirsty promised land of hope. 
Father Omnipotent, the prodigal. 
Bankrupt of joy, and staggered with the debt 
Of gratitude unpaid, — ^the broken debtor. 
With no salvation but in Thee, returns 
From sojourning in stranger lands to crave 
The fallen crumbs of comfort from Thy table ! 

Priests, The sevenfold hierarchy, whose pinions 
bear 
All prayer before th' Almighty Throne of Grace, 
Be our ambassadors to Heaven's high Court ! 

Jeph, O Gk)d, Thy hand hath touched the springs 
of life 
Within our hearts of stone ! the desert laughs 
In flowing streams of dear refre^ng joy ! 

Bow down your heads yet lower in the dust, 
Recipients of the glad benizon ! 
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The glorious presence of our God informs 
The atmosphere ; and as ye bow your hearts, 
Let praises trembling hang upon your lips, 
As morning dew upon the grateful bud 
Of floweret blooming in the desert wild. 

I gird Thy Spirit round me, now no longer 
Companion of the robber, wolf, and fox ; 
Invested with the mantle of the judge. 
The worthless vehicle of worthy deeds. 
And as the chaos at Creation's birth 
Eesolved to beauteous forms of ordered life, 
So this commingled realm of good and ill. 
Thy Spirit brooding o'er its shadowed depths, 
Grows instinct with a new and higher life. 
Jehu ! the foremost ever in debate. 
Whether in tented field or cabinet, 
From thy high tower and far-outstretching ken 
Of wisdpm, oft thy peering soul hath won 
Direct the distant wished-for goal and aim, 
Towards which my sense and reason merely stumbled. 
A task of skill, perchance of danger, craves 
A courage yet unchilled by age's frost. 
And therewithal a prudence, such as crowns 
Thy high bold brow alone. 

Jehu. May my performance 

Not slander thy forespoken praise, great chief ! 

Jeph. Then thus to Ammon's king; and should he 
dare, 
As suits the rumoured raging of his mood, 
Put piisoii-hdii^ between thee and our advent 
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Jehii, I'll solace me with thoughts of kmder mood, 
And wing each Israelitish shaft with prayers, 
Until the brightness of the arrowy gleam; • 
Transpierce the darkness of my prison-home. 

JepK Then thus fling down my missive te the 
king:— 
*' Not that I need to point with argument 
Our swift arrival for redress of wrongs, 
Too long sustained at Achior^s haughty will, 
But that I will not scant due courtesy, 
Nor give a righteous cause the gloss of wrong, 
Maintained by rude overbearing might, not right. 
I bid the king release the iron grasp 
His mailed hand hath clutched around our neck, 
Restore in peace the war-snatched eastern plains. 
From Aroer, on Amon, to the verge 
Of desert sand that girdles our domain. 
And circumscribe himself within the bounds 
Baptized with infant blood of Chemosh rites." 
But should our message wake the lightning glare 
Of passion in the caverns of his breast. 
Thou know'st I am not prodigal of words; 
Re knows I am not niggard in mine act ; 
And memory may point to the stem past, 
As cicatriced on many a furrowed cheek, 
Where he may read the history of Jephthah. 

What need I point thy fluent tongue with words ? 
Thy fertile brain will make occasion speak. 
And so farewell ! thy zeal will lend thee wings 
To swoop upon this royal qusixtY* \ExeuLut cyfAnvi^. 
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SCENE IL—JBPHTHAtfs CaU to Arm. 

1. 
Hark ! hark ! our bleeding country calls I 

The foeman's sword hath pierced her breast ; 
She reels, she staggers, oh she falls; 

While, guilty, we supinely rest. 
Our widowed mother wails the loss 

Of those her fallen sons, who strove, 
With fearless breasts, by weapons crossed, 

To shield the parent of their love. 



Oh then your speedy succour fling 

In serried hosts along the plain ; 
And from the haughty victor wring 

For decent burial the slain. 
Oh shall the tearful virgin claim 

In vain your tardy needed aid ? 
Sobs rend the orphan's bursting frame, 

He cannot yet avenge the dead. 

3. 

Ev'n yon pale drooping widow checks 

The flood of tears that weeps her loss; 
And points where 'neath the battle's wrecks 

Unburied lies her husband's corse ! — 
O Heaven, my words at length prevail, 

I see, I see the lightning ray 
Of hope illume your faces pale. 

And, like the opening dawn of day. 
Chase every cloudy fear away. 
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SCENE nX— Azubah's Smg. 

1. 
Sad sighs my heart by sorrow torn, 

Grief- weaxied, sick, disconsolate : 

Oh how I dread the impending weighty 
That o'er me by a thread upborne, 
But waits the dread decree of Fate, 

Before it strike the threatened blow 

Upon my trembling heart below, 
And desolate the desolate. 



My. welling heart flows forth in song— 
(In plaintive sobs and answering sighs) — 
The climbing sorrows that arise 

From out my soul-depths in a throng 

Of struggling words. EVn so the bird 
Of night, in melancholy strain, 
Proclaims the aching sense of pain 

That grief hath in her bosom stirred. 

3. 

When will the first faint flush of day 
Dawn on the weary lingering night 
Eetreating from the shafts of lights 

And creeping to his caves away ? 

Or shall the morrow but disclose 
The wreck my anxious bosom fears. 
And usher in, with sighs and tears, 

The full fraition of my Yroea'l 
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4 
Oh cease, fond heart, and leave to Heaven 

The future and its dreaded hour ; 

Faith shall encourage thee with power 
To meet the shock, in mercy given : 
The Qod of Israel will not spurn 

The bosom wedded to his love ; 

Nor from his airy throne above 
A JeVish maiden's anguish scorn. 

JEnterjESU. 
Jehu, [Singing,] Full flushed with conquest, Jehu brings 
The dawn of joy to chase thy night 
Of sorrow ; see, he humbly flings 

The spoil of Ammon's conquered might 
Before thy feet. 
Azub, 'Tis he, 'tis he, 

His brows enwreathed with victory ! 
Jeht^ Wear on thy heaving breast of snow 
The gem a king's heart lately bore : 
Eoll back the sullen tide of woe 

Fretting upon thy sad heart's shore : 
I come, I come to braid thy hair 
With gems a monarch loved to wear. 

Amb, I will not ask why Jephthah stays ; 
I see him on the vanquished plain, 
His brow adorned with victory's blaze, 

Surrounded by the baffled slain : 
The conquered cities hail him l<»d, 
And quail before his vaigefol swoitL 
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JehtL On Mumith's fields of golden grain 

The slaughtered piles proclaim his might ; 

Along the vineyards of the plain 
He quenched proud Ammon's orb^ light : 

Bow down the heart and bend the knee 
Before the Gk>d of Victory. 

Jzub. Hark ! hark ! I hear the swelling tide 

Of praise before his advent roll : 
The might of joy, the burst of pride, 

Koll round his ardent warrior soul. 
He comes, he comes, and shouts of song 
Burst from the glad attendant throng. 



Unter Chorus of Jewish Maidens. 

The mighty Conqueror proclaim, 
Whose living sword of sheeted flame. 
Blazing with all the wrath of Qod, 
Hath proved a dread chastising rod, 
To level to the lowly sod 
The towering might of Ammon's nama 

Thou foe to Moloch's idol-line, 

The majesty of light divine, 
Transmitted, beams around thy brow ; 
How humbly suppliant and low 
The boasted god of Ammon now, 

Qrovellii^ beneath his battered, dmne. 
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Erder Second Chorus ofMaidem, 

The host, supinely sunk in sleep, 
With sluggish^ foul debauch were steeped : 
The brooding pall of darkness hung 
Above the serried myriad throng. 
As on the dewy sands they stretched themselves along. 
Prostrate the sentinels securely lay. 
Dreaming the few unguarded hours away. 
Oh that roll 

How it shakes the soul ! 
The universal trumpets thrill 
The echoing glades beneath the hill, 
With sudden clangour, sharp and shrilL 
He is come, he is come, 
The avenger of home. 
With pale affright 
To wake the night 
And hurl the invader to his doom. 
The sullen crash ; 
The sudden flash ; 
The mighty roar 
Along the shore ; 
The maddened cry 
Of victory; 
The heavy boom 
Of blows dealt home ; 
The gathering gloom ; 
The midnight wail 
Along the vale; 
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All these proclaim the Jewish host, 
On swelling tide of victory tost, 
Have swept the foe from off the coast 
Amidst the battle-storm 
Their serried ranks they form, 
In glittering dread array, 
like fiery serpents spring, 
And their embraces fling 
Upon the frighted prey. 



SCENE IV.—jSwfer Jephthah a«c? Soldiers. Mizpehin 
the background, 

Jeph, Brave warriors, the trumpets' loud alarm 
Hath stirred full oft the sullen tide of war 
At ebb within your rugged breasts, and swept 
Your broken foes before its mighty roll 
But never hath it beat a truer welcome 
Against your hearts than now, if that your eyes, 
AU radiant with hope and home-return. 
Are windows to your hearts. 

Officer, Thy words, great chief. 

Are but the echoes rolling in our hearts ; 
And all remembrance of the wrongs gone by. 
With thee, we wipe from off our memory. 
And give the rein to errant liberty 
Of joy. 

Jeph, Oh, how this welcome moves my heart. 
Which curses, threats, nor wronga \v«.'^^ e^«t ^\Et^ 
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From its fixed centre 1 Oh, I could embrace 
Each one among the coming multitude, 
And shed upon his neck my secret tears. 
But ah ! my vow ! Comrades and witnesses 
Of my high conjuration, well ye know 
My soul is solvent debtor to a bond. 
Whate'er of mine doth first approach to give 
A welcome,— brute or rational, — shall smoke 
Upon the altar dedicate to God, 
Or live devoted to His ministry. 

Enter Azubah, crowned tvith olive leaves entvoined with 
roses, leading a chorus of maidens from the gates of 
Mizpeh, 

Azub. [Singing.] I am the first to welcome thee, 
Thou saviour of our liberty. 
Oh, let a daughter's fingers twine 

The wreath around thy victor brow. 
Thou father of a royal line, 

A diadem becomes thee now. 
Thus, thus my trembling fingers wreathe 
Thy coronal. Bow down thy head. 

J^h, Yea, head and heart are bowed indeed, 
And broken as a bruised reed ! 
Oh, could no other lips but mine, 
Thy father's, thy death-warrant breathe ) 
The fiush of joy, alas, doth leave 
Thy cheek a whitened sepulchre, 
Where hope and joy lie both interred, 
By vow of mine of life bereaved, — 
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— ... * 

Where love's warm breath shall never stir 

Their silent pulse to life again. 

If thus mere dread of coming pain 

Azvh, O God, that horrid, fearful dream 

JepK Can roll back to thy heart the stream 
Of life. How shalt thou bear the blow 
That shatters all thy hopes below 1 
Jehu! Jehu! 

Azub. No long^ mine ! 

The silken cords that have entwined 
My happiness and life with thine 
Are snapped asunder by a vow : 
The vision breaks upon me now ! 

Jehu, Nay, nought but death parts thee and me ! 

Jeph Alas ! it may not, cannot be; 
For Azubah is consecrate — 
Shut out by oath from marriage state — 
And thou and I all desolate. 
Oh, nerve thy heart and clear thy brow;— 
Or shall I rend aside the vow 
That separates 

Azub, No, father, no ! 

Say, Jehu, wouldst thou have it so ? 

Jehu. I cannot, dare not answer thee. 
Why should my hand first turn the key 
To shut thee prisoner from me, 
And all the tender thoughts of yore, 
Now crowded in one agony % 
The murmurs rise along the shore 
Of my lone heart in sullen roar \ 
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And soon the strand, all cumbered o'er 
With wrecks of happiness. 

Azuh, Jehu, 

A listening nation stands in view ; 
And God attends a swift response. 
I '11 be thy angel, and at once 
Decide to consecrate my life 
To God. 

Soothe down the strife 
That wages war within thy soul : 
Let God alone be now the goal 
Of every thought and wish 1 Farewell ! 
The first that ever rung its knell 
O'er our young hearts and buried joy 1 
Alas 1 alas ! why do I toy 
And wanton with my heavy grief 1 
Farewell, farewell ; a moment brief 
Opes up a yawning gulf between 
Our riven hearts, eternity 
Alone can span. 

Jehu, Thou weeping queen 

Of sorrows, fearless heroine, 
Trimnphing over ills that crush 
My man's heart like a bruised rush, 
I cannot imitate thee here ! 
Would God the Ammonitish spear 
Had pierced my bleeding heart ! 

Azi^. Jehu ! 

Should I not rather lean on you 
For solace in this trying hour ? 
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gracions Heaven, grant me power 
To stay the current of thy woe, 
Bearing thee on too rapid flow. 

Oh memory will balm thy name, 
And shrine in tears thy tender claim 
Unto my virgin love. Adieu, 
Adieu, my best beloved Jehu. 

1 can no more ! One kiss, and then 
We part— to meet no more again 
Upon Time's desolated strand. 

J dm. Adieu, adieu, my native land, 
Adieu, adieu, my former chief ; 
Assembled hosts, a farewell brief 
I take of all that hath held sway 
Within my heart in days gone by : 
With weary steps I wend my way 
Forlorn to wander hence and die. 
The first and last farewell to thee, 
Thou partner of my misery. 

Chorus of Maidens, 
See, see our lily droops her head, 
Her fragile form bent down with woe : 
Tears stain her face 
And mar the grace, 
That hung upon her cheek till now. 
Her beauty now is cold and dead, 

And soon will pillowed lie, 
Where lovers lorn and maids forsworn, 
And withered flowerets die. 

[Exeunt Cftx)ruse& (xnd kixr&KSu 



V 
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SCENE v.— Jephthah. 

^w^er Messenger. 

Mess. Thou outward semblance of a mighty Kii^ 
Regal in majesty of mien and brow, 
Behold the all unwilling messenger 
Of EphraiuL 

Jeph. Cease, prattling fool ; nor come 

Between me and the shadow of my grief, 
Beetling above my head like toppling rock 
On sun-averted slope of mountain brow. 

Mess. I must perforce perform mine errand, lord. 

Jeph. Then quick unsheathe thy purpose, and put up 
Thy needless fence of clashing words. 

Mess. I bear 

The loud complaint of Ephraim, unconvoked 
To this assault of arms, 

Jeph. Am I akin 

To the pacific Gideon ; shall I 
Smoothe down the ruffled feathers of these doves 
So softly cooing 'mong the peaceful hills 
When loud alarum knocks at Jacob's portals, 
But newly fired with patriot zeal 
When peril's trenchant edge is fenced aside 1 
Shall Jephthah fashion pretty compliments 
To stuff their cackling mouths ? I '11 rather force 
An iron passage down their clamorous throats 
To see how largQ their hearts are : Craven dolts, 
Shall Jephthah jeopardise his life to win 
Unmerited salvation for these hinds, 
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And they shall thrast their petty, carping spite 
Between me and my private griefs ! Gk) tell 
These mighty potentates that I am found 
Wherever sought for by their highnesses. 

[Exit Messenger. 

Jeph, [Solus,] And have my swelling hopes collapsed 
to this 
Poor mockery— the merest airy bubbles 
Borne on the stream of high expectancy. 
All melted into air, by the rude breath 
Of my rash vow ! Am I the instrument. 
The broken tool, that wrought deliverance 
For Israel from the Ammonitish yoke. 
And the destroyer of myself ? Shall none 
But the redeemer of their liberty. 
Whose blood was poured like water on the sands ; 
Whose sweat hath wrung salvation from the foe ; 
Be henceforth fettered with the chains of grief 1 

The ancestor of future mi^ty kings, 
The founder of a royal dynasty — 
(Hope stretched her reach to grasp this golden 

fruit) — 
Dies childless and alone, no heir to sit 
Upon the throne his valiant act hath won I 
O God, Thou visitest my father's sin. 
That scorned the trammels of the marriage vow. 
With an accumulated wrath on me. 
His guiltless son ! The chambers of my heart, 
like those lone caverns of the wilderness 
Where ghostly wailing echoes hide th&Ts\s^\M^ 
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From the glad snnslime of the outer world, 
Will henceforth, as each petty blast of fate 
Strikes sorrows from the answering chords, be hamited 
With the low dirge of baffled hope. 

[Exit. 
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THE VILLAGR 



Thuough prismal tears, sweet hamlet, once again, 

After long lapse of wandering, want, aiKl pain, 

Thy beauty flashes o'^ my heart and sight, 

In renovated vision of delight ! 

Mine eye hath rested with a brief content 

On many a foreign mountain-monument, 

Crowned by the coronet of golden rays 

That scintillates in morning's orient blaze : 

But never scene hath had the power to fill 

The craving void of memory, or still 

The sense of pain bridging the deep ravine 

Between the wanderer and this native scene. 

I could not caU their grander beauties mine ; 

But thy beloved features ever shine, — 

Not like the beauties of another's wife, 

Appropriated partner of a life, 

That cannot satisfy the ardent thought and gaze, — 

But like dear Eose's in love's happier days,— 

The sweet epitome of youth and gEsyee^ 
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Here, on this mossy milestone, in the eye 
And smile of thee and the soft sun-set sky, 
Will I repose my limbs, yet travel back 
The milestones measuring the sloping track 
Of life behind me, and hope for the close 
To round the rugged past with soft repose. 
Flow back, swift tears, and soften with thy rain 
This close-grained, stubborn heart, that once again 
The fresh gioden leaves of childish thought and 

grace 
May hide the rents and schisms Time hath traced. 
And crown thy old age with a coronal 
Of leaves and ripened fruit before it falL 
My Qod, could I recall the past, and live 
Anew the buried years whose memories rive 
With wedge-like power this splitting heart of oak, — 
Home-driven to the core by Conscience' stroke, — 
In this retreat my useful years should glide. 
Secure from all the outer ills that tide 
The stray soul on their ceaseless ebb and flow, 
Now stranded on the beach, now 'whelmed by woe. 
The hurry to and fro, the patter of the feet, 
The surging stream of life within the street. 
Without my sanctuary walls, would fall 
In softer cadence on my ear, with all 
The jagged edges distance-softened down. 
And melted into one harmonious ton& 
Fool ! I have wandered many a weary mile. 
Heart-sore, in search of happiness, the while 
JBhe brooded dove-like o'er this smiling scene, 
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Remote from congregated selfish men. 
The shattered chalice of my life, that should 
Have ministered the sacramental blood 
To feed my starving soul, ashamed I bring, 
Not trusting in the worthless offering ; 
And to the temple of my baptism ding 
For angels' succour, ere the closing tomb. 
Beneath the chancel vault's sepulchral dome. 
Seal me for judgment when the hour is come. 
Not like the ripened shock of com shall I 
Be gathered to my fathers, 'neath the sky 
That smiled upon my birth, as full of years 
As honours, emptied of all doubts and fears. 
But let this sunshine glimmer through my tears. 
That I shall lie beneath the pleasant shade 
Beside the church where aU my sires are laid ; 
And as the day is sweetest at the dose. 
Less stained with earthly mists than when it rose, 
Perchance the sunset of my life shall be 
Irradiated from eternity. 

But have I travelled these long, weary miles 
To bask in thy anticipated smiles, 
To let my pensive thoughts the boon delay. 
The hope of which sustained me on the way 1 
Oh, let me haste before the sim go down. 
And russet night steal on with shadows brown. 
But whither first shall I address my way ? 
What first shall all my yearnings past repay ? 
Dear hallowed fane ! from which my heart and feet 
Have strayed too far and of t, thee fix^ti 1 \5t^V 
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The witness of my broken vows ! Around 

Thy moss-grown memoiy clusters yet the sound 

Caught up by choristers from seraphs near, 

Drawn down by sympathy from their bright sphere, 

To hymn their praises on the harps of gold, 

And o'er our ravished hearts the music roll 

Of the celestial choir of Bethlehem. 

How oft, beneath thy sacred roof, with them 

Have I in dreams poured forth the swelling song I 

At sight of thee, dear fane, a weepmg throng 

Of thoughts crowd the recesses of my breast, 

And in its darkened chambers kiss the blest 

Ambassadors of Hope, who, hand in hand, 

Lead on the Future to a happier strand. 

Sweet vignette, cameoed upon my heart 

Of stone by faithful memory's skilful art, 

Thou tutelary charm in tempted hour 

To trembling bosom guarded by thy power. 

Thou helm and compass to my drifting bark, 

Eedeeming from the general loss the ark 

When all around, above, below, was Death, 

The waves of Doubt, the floating wrecks of Faith ; 

And when the deluge, to the breath of God 

Obedient, as the waters to the rod 

Of Moses, trembling to their depths withdrew, 

And gave the smiling earth again to view. 

The rainbow-span o'erarched thee with the sign 

Of renovated life and truth divine. 

But whose that reverend retreating form, 
Hoary, and rent and shattered with the storm, 
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All gnarled and knotted by the tooth of age, 

Bereft of many a goodly bough by rage 

Of wintry blast, yet not devoid of green 

To deck the empty shell of what hath been 1 

For wit and humour, flashing from his eye 

Or sparkling in good-tempered mimicry, 

Ally him still to human sympathy. 

See hand in hand the blue-eyed prattlers lead 

The old man's footsteps from the sleeping dead ; 

Thine outstretched arms, like those of shattered oak. 

Palsied and withered by the lightning stroke. 

Are held in blessing o'er the sapling youth, 

Clinging beneath the shadow of thy growth ; 

For thine the stock from which a hundred shoots. 

All dowered with thy name, have struck their roots, 

To girdle round with green the parent tree, 

And hide excoriate deformity. 

Thine earth-bent, tottering frame, behold, I see 

Linger beside the grave, that soon will close 

Upon another budding, infant rose 

Of beauty, fading on the stalk ; whilst thou. 

The hamlet patriarch, around whose brow 

The churchyard snowdrops long have pendant hung, 

Impatient waitest for the summons flung 

O'er earth and sea to gamer up the dead, 

And on the churchyard pillow lay thine head. 

Oh thou hast been Death's instrument to lay 

Three kindred generations in the clay ; 

The chrysalis integuments of Death 

Too long delay to wrap thee in tkek ^<^d^\ 
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Thou pantest for the solemn change to come, 
Preparatory to the jojrf ul doom. 

On yonder brow, remote from village jars, 
Intestine feud, domestic civil wars, 

. The low of driven cattle, and the din. 
Through open doors, of rampant strife within, 
The mellow shadow of the old church walls 
Upon the nestling school-room softly falls, 
Like mother's smile upon the clinging joy 
Hanging upon her breast. Here arch and coy 
The roysterer becomes what time the bell 
Eings out, in accents sharp and shrill, the knell 
To deep-mouthed merriment, and summons all 
To discipline within the temple's walL 
With gaze of ruthless fate the master greets 
Each lated nomad of the fields or streets. 
For whom the tocsin hath been rung in vain. 
Too far remote from Learning's modest fane, 
In copse or meadow, or the hedgerow lane. 
With courtier bow, and mock-affected grace. 
With dreaded courtesy he hails each face. 
Stealthy slinking through scarcely opened door. 
Alas ! the pompous salutation more 
Confounds their look demure, and gaze aslant. 
Than rude rebuff than frown, or kindness scant. 
Yet not devoid of compensating gleams 
Their April day, for humour quaintly beams 
Through many a quip and crank, and spark of 
^lee 

Forged on thought's anvil moat labonoM^Vy, 
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On gala days, when smilets wreathe his brow, 
Diflfusing o'er each heart a sunny glow, 
Until the umber shadows of the room 
EoU back, and pleasure gilds the skirts of gloom. 

Beneath the spreading branch of yonder oak 
The spiral column of ambitious smoke 
Ascends from the frequented bostel hearth. 
Where fra^ant steams, and rude, unlettered mirth, 
Provoke by turns the housewife's pride or smile. 
Her kitchen art for many a hungry mile 
The traveller anticipates, and glows 
Until imagination overflows 
With the good dame's accustomed welcome, flung 
From hearth, and well-spread board, and busy tongue. 
Here waifs, and strays, and village cronies slink 
To propagate the venomed lie, and drink 
A brief oblivion, in frothing cups. 
Of all the outer fluctuating ups 
And downs of hamlet destiny — ^the while 
The wife at home, with unremitted toil. 
Beside the farthing candle's flickering flame, 
like spider spinning from its own worn frame 
The means of life, still plies the flagging task 
To fill the craving mouths that feebly ask, 
In dumbness eloquent, with upturned gaze, 
Means to prolong their wretched infant days. 
Here yearly gather round the festal board 
The feudal tenants of the neighbouring lord. 
To swear a barbarous fealty, and prove 
Fidelity unto the powers above 
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By huge imbibings of October. Here 

The boisterous song salutes the well-pleased ear, 

Demanding quantity, not quality, 

And deaf as adder to sweet melody. 

As little capable as captious they. 

Provided only timiult win the day ; 

While still applauding listeners hail the tongue 

That bellows like the roaring bullcalf, stung 

By outraged sense of injury and wrong. 

The rival factions here meet to contend. 

When grinning Hodge is dubbed with style of 

"friend," 
And thinks, poor fool, the friendship will survive 
When he no longer hath a vote to give : 
And here 's Sir Oracle, when dogs are dumb, 
When none durst wag his tail, but all succumb 
Before the deep-mouthed orator, who wields 
His flaming falchion over conquered fields. 
The gaping multitude applaud his fame 
Until the rafters echo with acclaim, 
And day by day, and week by week, his wit 
More wondrous slender, subtle, if not fit. 
The plier of the needle and the awl. 
Escaped from thraldom of the board and stall. 
Discuss small-beer, small wit, and politics ; 
In factious opposition each firm fixed 
To challenge every rival argument 
Propounded by the other, and as bent, 
Convicted not convinced, never to flinch 
At the besiegefs sap a single inch. 
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A Tory this, the Knight of Leathern Hall, 

Gartered with the insignia of the Awl ; 

That Radical and foamy democrat, 

Short, pursy, oratorical, and fat ; — 

And this their club, their platform, lecture-hall, 

When toil is o'er, as twilight shadows falL 

Ye windy disputants, for once be still, 

A mightier magnate comes, and brings the bilL 

What more is wanting, each will take an oath 

He wins : award the laurel then to both; 

And since the Premier will mature his plans. 

Spite of both foes and blatant partisans, 

For commonweal pray rack no more your brains : 

The thankless jade laughs at your plotting pains. 

But let me quit this scene of ruder mirth — 
Where factious rubs, and vapid schemes, and dearth 
Of wit obtain — for this, the "Lovers' Lane," 
Secluded from the callous and profane. 
Oft at the twilight hour, in days gone by. 
When buoyant youth was gay and hearts beat high, 
Here have I wandered hand in hand with Eose, 
Heart linked to heart, until the parting woes 
Of lovers paled the glowing cheek of bliss, 
Resuscitated at the parting kiss. 
How strange that destiny should sever love 
So deep as ours, and send the one to rove 
O'er earth and sea — the other to count o'er 
The weary hours, yet never see him more 
With whom Love was no gilded, petted toy. 
To dally with should giddy pleasures do^ 



i 
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The edge of appetite, but the intense 
Expression of a soul refined from sense. 

Gk)d, Thy purposes at times appear 
Uselessly harsh, remorselessly severe ! 
Enigma of a life I Yea, even now, 

Though sixty years have scathed my furrowed brow, 
And I have conned the riddle day and night, 
There breaks o'er me no glimmering of light. 

1 cannot read it, and at times rebel, 

With murmurs of the heart's perturbed swell. 
Forgive me. Father ! In another sphere 
Thy discipline shall merciful appear. 

With pensive step, and slow of heart,— how changed 
From the roe-footed trip with which I ranged 
In days gone by ! — ^let me revisit thee. 
The Village Green, where sports of infancy 
Shout to the generations gliding by. 
Health on the cheek and pleasure in the eya 
My old heart warms with renovated glow, 
Suggestive of the happy long ago. 
To see the merry roysterers disport 
Their limbs in this sky-roofed gymnasium court. 
With plaudits of the gray-beard and infirm 
For emulation's glad reward and term. 
The bias of each accident doth wake 
The tremors of the feeling frame, and shake 
The pillars of the doubting soul with dread, 
Lest rival vigilance secure the lead. 
How little reck these of the tottering thrones. 
The sthnng of new life among the bones 
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In the deep valleys of the peopled earth ! 

Their rampant joy, suspense, huge grief and mirth, 

Hang on the bias of a fickle ball : 

With this their hopes and sorrows rise and fall. 

Epitome of life, the miniature 

Portrait of all the after man, secure 

From no annoyance of mere accident, 

Fate's plaything, bauble, taunt and merriment ! 

Another memory — the sweetest, last — 
Let me exhume from 'mong the buried past. 
And then my flagging soul shall rest content. 
Ah ! yes : the same : the graceful monument 
Of rural inborn beauty, as of yore, 
When Kose's subtle fingers trellised o'er 
The casements with aspiring jessamine, 
With roses and with ivy intertwined. 
As fragrant as her own sweet breath the air : 
As beautiful as her own smilets were 
(But half repressed, with modest diffidence. 
When fervent love and virgin innocence 
Of thought contended at the sight of me) 
The blushing rosebuds on the loaded tree. 
Here could I stand for hours, as once, and wait 
Till Rose came tripping through the mossy gate. 
Oh no ! The heavenly gates of pearl and gold 
Have closed her in the Shepherd's heavenly fold ! 
Instead of this low roof, infinite space 
Encircles thee with God's all-present grace : 
Eternal mansions own thee tenant now, 
Escaped from these low grovelAm^ »^icvi«s^\i^a^ , 
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Farewell ! farewell to thought of them and thee ! 

Be present now alone the Deity. 

The ardent wish of forty years, to greet 

Once more these rural scenes, and hail the sweet 

Cradle of my nativity, is heard. 

I ask no more but that I be interred 

Beside thee Kose — nearer in death than life — 

Who shouldst have been the mother and the wife. 



EVENING. 



L 

When autumn winds are gently lifting 

The leafy pall that shrouds the dead, 
The dear, departed flowers ; and shifting 

The pillow 'neath their drooping head, 
Even as a mother would remove 

The pall of death with gentle fingers. 
To cast one long last look of love 

Where beauty's trace yet sweetly lingers ; 

n. 
When autumn-sunset skies are glowing 

With the last smile of parting day ; 
And sadness, from the heart o'erflowing. 

In softness sobs itself away ; 
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When the faint incense of the flower % 

In fragrant columns climbs the skies, 

At evening's silent, prayerful hour, 
And God accepts the sacrifice ; 

nL 
When whispering treetops, bowing, fold 

Their thousand tiny hands in prayer ; 
And yon proud eastern pines uprear 

Their sable ranks, sun-tipped with gold. 
Like burnished spears all brightly streaming 

From dark array where camp fires gleaming 
Flicker o'er warriors idly dreaming 

Of faces hovering ever near ; 

IV. 

When through the solemn corridor 

And vaulted aisle of ancient fane, 
Secluded from the city's roar. 

The requiem o'er departed souls, — 

(By music wafted to their goals ;) 
Or vesper hymn, with sad and vain 

Forebodings fills the drooping breast. 

And a dread sense of loneliness 

Steals, like an omen of unrest ; 

V. 

When cradled billows sob away 
The remnant of obdurate will, 
And their repentant foreheads \ai^ 



I 
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♦ (Like infants on the mother*s breast,) 

On the soft sands that fringe the bay 
Beneath the rounded church-crowned hill ; 
When crumbling rocks and river tower 
Gleam softly in the twilight hour, 
And silvering moonlight beautifies, 
Beneath the everlasting skies. 
The ruins of old feudal power ; 
And, glancing from the ivy wreath 
That twines the fallen column round, 
Bereaves the scene from sense of death, 
Smiles sweetly on the hoary mound, 
And sanctifies the hallowed ground ; 
When, heedless of the summons flung 
For respite from the iron tongue 
Of village bell, the maiden lingers 
To glean a while with nimble fingers 
The waifs and strays of golden wealth. 
And, blushing in the glow of health, 
Ponders on Boaz and sweet Euth, 
Until her bosom feels the truth 
Of that sweet tale of love and youth 
Unbidden glow with new desire 
And her veins thrill with a new fire. 
Pure as the flame that doth aspire 
From heart inflamed by touch of Thee 
Thou Omnipresent Deity ; 

VL 

When the tired songster on the spray 
Just w&rblea out his evening lay 
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For mercies through the closing day, 
Then hides his head beneath his wing 
Till dawning bids him wake and sing 

His glad and grateful welcoming, 
And sweet accustomed heralding. 
Of morning's blushing orient day ; 

vn. 

When to the mind a fancied swell 

Of murmurs, breaking on the shore, 
Moans, like the echoes in the sheU 
Imprisoning the surges' roar ; 

Pulse after pulse, wave after wave. 
The tide of sound comes rolling in. 

And seems the drifting heart to lave 
With weird wild woe and wailing din ; — 

vm. 
In such soft sacred scenes and times. 
Made vocal by unspoken rhymes. 
Tender and sad as evening chimes. 
Who has not heard soft whisperings. 
And flutter of a thousand wings ; 
The ripples of a tide of song, 
Like music bubbles borne along ?• 
Who has not seen the quivering 
Of starry plumes, a rainbow fling 
Around ten thousand half-unseen 

Embodiments of love and light- 
All clad in spotless, dazzling sheen. 

All rayed in radiant Tobe% ol ^\si\.^\ 
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And gazed until his blinded sight 

Hath shrouded them in mist of tears ; 
Then felt a double closing night 

Encircle him with doubts and fears ] 
These are the voices of the throng 

Who win our souls from sin and wrong ; 
On whose soft waves of warbled song 

Our wafted spirits drift along, 
To mingle with the boundless sea 

Of fathomless Eternity. 



A LYRIC. 

SONG. 



^ 



Song, Song, beautiful Song, 
Ever fresh and fair and young ; 
Song, Song, beautiful Song, 
Over dewy meadows flung. 
Whence the lark hath lately sprung ! 
Free as the winds that bear thee along 
On sweeping pinions broad and strong ; 
Pure and chaste as flow'rets strung 
A maiden's golden locks among ! 
Thee the echoing rocks have rung. 
And the answering birds have sung 
From their glad repeating tongue. 
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From the rainbow-feathered throng ; 
Song, Song, beautiful Song ! 

RAIN. 

n. 
Kain, Kain, beautiful Kain, 
Kissing away the sense of pain 
Glowing through the thirsty vein 
Of drooping flow'ret on the plain ! 
Rain, Rain, beautiful Rain, 
Pattering on the window-pane ; 
Dimpling the cheek of the laughing main ; 
Waking fragrant breath again 
From each hue and streak and stain ! 
Birds renew their grateful strain 
From the hedgerows in the lane ; 
Gleams the newly-baptized vane 
Veering o'er the hallowed fane ; 
Pearls en wreathe the golden grain 
Diademed with beads of Rain, 
Rain, Rain, beautiful Rain ! 

LIGHT. 

m. 
Light, Light, beautiful Light, 
Virgin robed in dazzling white. 
Whose soft eyes the gaze invite ! 
What a mystery of might 
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Overpowers the gladdened sight 
FiUed by thee, aU-filling light ; 
light, light, beautiful light ! 
Before thy laughing glances bright 
Flies away the wounded night, 
Pierced by barbs of orient light, 
Shunning the unequal fight : 
Vain his shafts of pointless spite 
'Qainst thy orb^d shield, O light ! 
light, light, beautiful light ! 



BIRD. 
IV. 

Bird, Bird, beautiful Bird, 
Spirit of song unsepulchred. 
Soul of music disinterred ! 
Sick at heart with hope deferred, 
Ambition-led, and passion-spurred, 
I thy silver lute have heard, 
Till my inmost soul is stirred 
By the comfort ministered 
In thy soothing strain, O Bird ! 
Bird, Bird, beautiful Bird ! 
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THE RUSTIC PHILOSOPHER 

L 

There 's Bobinet the stonebreaker 

Upon the dusty highway, 
Who never yet has entertained — 

On Sunday or on Friday, 
On Lenten Fast, or Carnival — 

For guest a whining grumble ! 
He shuts his portals 'gainst the knock 

That makes the echoes rumble ; 
Thump, thump his hammer rings 

'Gainst the hard-hearted pebble; 
Thump, thump. Care hammers on 

Against the inside rebel. 
Who carols still within the door, 

" To-morrow brings the dawning ; 
If we go supperless to-night, 

'Tis all the same in the morning !" 

n. 
The monarch of the hedgerow lane, 

His brow is wreathed with gladness ; 
He claims for subjects all the birds 

Whose homage chases sadness : 
His throne of state the stony seat, 

His sceptre the busy hanmier ; 
And for his regal high decree 

The wild outburst and c\amo\a 



{ 
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Of noisy mirth and merriment 

That from his heart o'erfloweth. 
Not more when summer skies are bright 

Than when the tempest bloweth : 
For still he sings when donds o'ercast 

The curtained sapphire awning, 
^ " Though it should rain to-night, the sun 

Will brighter stream in the morning ! ** 

m. 
When, like the ghost of parted spring, 

The wintry wind is groaning. 
And 'mong the lonely roadside trees 

The creaking boughs are moaning : 
When cold and hunger pitch their camp 

Against the starving city, 
He sallies out against the foe 

For forage not for pity. 
He scours the country far and near 

To glean a scattered handful ; 
He bears the brunt with fearless front. 

With courage high and manf uL 
If unsuccessful be the quest, 

He sings, the foe still scorning, 
" Though we go supperless to-night, 

Tm all the same in the morning ! '' 

IV. 

His fruitful partner generous, 

With twins his cares dividing. 
Presents each birth a double ^oy^ 
But what '3 the use of chidingi 
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She doubtless means it all for best, 

And he is quite contented; 
Why should the chubby roysterers' 

Sweet prattle be lamented ? 
He knows naught of philosophy, 

And merely shrugs the shoulder, 
Eesumes his task upon the heap, 

And carols all the bolder : 
" The more the merrier sing I, 

All croaking prophets scorning; 
If we go supperless to-night, 

'Tis all the same in the morning !'' 
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LYRA SACRA. 



THE DEAD. 



T. 

The world will no more bufifet thee, 

Tossed to and fro on Life's rough wave : 
The rankling tooth of penury 

Gnaw thy young heart within the grave. 
Where thou art gone no lack, no scant, 

Shall mock thy feeble cry for bread : 
Beyond the reach of cold and want; 

I 'm glad that thou art dead. 

IL 

Thy cherub wings have borne thy soul. 

Poor pilgrim on the earth's lone strand, 
Where waves of love and plenty roll. 

Where Qod shall fill thy heart and hand 
With blessings far beyond my sight. 

Upward thy angel flight hath sped. 
And downward cast a shower of light : 

I 'm glad that thou art deaA. 
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m. 
I see thee stand before the Throne, 

A jewel in the Diadem 
That Christ hath garnered for His own, 

His pierced forehead to begem. 
The world grows less upon my sight; 

A Heaven around my heart is spread ; 
My wings are plumed for instant flight : 

I would that I were dead. 

IV. 

Hark ! hark ! I hear their thrilling call ! 

The angels hover round me now : 
They free my pinions from the thrall 

Of earth and earth-bom chains of woe. 
The light is borne upon my soul 

From Heaven's opening gates o'erhead. 
I hear their swelling anthems roll, 

""Oh, blessed are the Dead !" 



i 



A VOTIVE SACRIFICK 



Befobe Thy Throne, great Qod, I bring 

My life, a votive sacnfica 
Accept the willing offering 

Ere from my bended knees I rise ; 
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And let the Holy Spirit's fire 

Consume each earth-bom, low desire, 
Until the heaven-lit incense rise, 
And fill with fragrance all the skies. 

n. 
Heart, hand, and voice I consecrate, 

As instruments of fervent praise. 
To swell the glories of Thy State. 

Oh, sanctify my future days ; 
And may each thought, and act, and word, 
A living evidence afford 

That holy unction from above 

Doth rest upon my work of love, 

m. 
Choose ye ! But as for me and mine. 

We here elect to serve the Lord ; 
And, with the saint, in page divine, 

Who bore the delegated sword 
Of vengeance 'gainst the sevenfold host, 
We solemnly count up the cost. 

And all our service dedicate 

Thy foes, O Lord, to extirpate. 



k 
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OH, HOW MY WEARY SPIRIT PINETH ! 

2 OOE. V. 1-3. 



Oh, how my weary spirit pineth 
To change this cnunbling house of day 

For her blood-purchased, ray-built mansion. 
Smiling in eternal day ! 

n. 
All rent and battered is the dwelling 

In which my prisoned soul is pent ; 
For Time and Tempest have invested 

The walls of my frail tenement. 

m. 
All dull and filmy are its windows, 

And curtained o'er with dim decay ; 
The heavy lids are weary waiting, 

Waiting for the dawning day. 

IV. 

Oh, I am ready for Thy coming, 
And my glad spirit starts to meet — 

At each fresh summons at the portal^ 
The Advent of Thy blessed feet. 
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O Lord, how long 1 The day is waning^ 
And night is closing round apace ; 

And oh, my weary spirit pineth, 
Fineth for its resting-place ! 



SABBATH EVR 



The setting sun ; the dying sigh 

Of zephyr 'mong the withered leaves ; 
The trembling glow along the sky, 

Whose paling cheek the night bereaves 
Of half its blushing loveliness; 
The weary songster^s evening lay; 

The brook's sweet lullaby of rest ; 
The earth's last smile to parting day ; — 

All these the Sabbath Eve invests 
With a peculiar loveliness. 

n. 
The hoary sexton, whose bald brow 

The wintry storms of age have scarred ; 
The earth-bent clerk, whose long-ago 
Of manly beauty Time hath marred ; 
The venerable priest ; the swell 
Of music, bearing oil ita \mi^ 
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The fragrance of heart-prayer ; the bell, 
Whose tongue a solemn sommons flings ; — 
All these in moving accents tell 

Oar Sabbaths lead to Heaven or HelL 



"AND THERE WAS NO MORE SEA." 

BEV. ZXL 1. 
L 

Bkhold, nnto my raptured gaze were given 
A new, regenerated Earth and Heaven ; 
For l^e had merged into Eternity 
Of Happiness— "and there was no more sea." 

n. 
No need of prayer to swell the flapping sail ; 
No rending of the shrouds before the gale 
Of persecution; no variety 
Of threatened death ; for "there was no more s 



\ 



nL 
No drifting on the ceaseless ebb and flow 
Of earthly change ; no tossing to and fro ; 
No stranding on the dreaded rocky lee ; 
JTo fear of wreck; for "there was no more sea." 
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IV. 
No murmuring upon Death's savage shore, 
With wrecks of Hope and Purpose cumbered o'er ; 
No struggling for sweet life and mastery 
Against the waves : ''and there was no more sea." 

V. 

No sunken reef ; no quicksand at the bar ; 

No occultation of the silver star 

Of Home ; no unexpected treachery 

Of compass-guide : ''and there was no more sea." 

VI. 

No disappearance of the stars and sun 
When last endeavour fails, and help is none ; 
No concentration of all agony 
In one Despair; for "there was no more sea." 

vn. 
Conscience no longer needed at the helm, 
For waves of doubt no more can overwhelm ; 
And eddies whirl no more in mockery 
Upon that shore ; for "there is no more sea." 

vm. 
No need of ffope to anchor drifting hull ; 
Or beacon-light of Faith, invisible 
When needed most : yet Charity 
Endureth still, though " there ia no xotssc^ ^i»^ 
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HOUSE TO LET. 

I. 
I DID not dare to lift mine eye or thought 

To that sweet resting-place of years gone by, 
But shunned all sight and memory of the spot 

E'er since the day of my calamity. 

n. 
The wanderer o'er the wild of earth and wave, 

Chained to no spot, a stranger to a home. 
Now seeks at length, in hoary years, a grave 

Whence first his infant footsteps learnt to roam. 

m. 
So after many years and griefs, I turned 

My weary step and thought to the sweet bower 
Where much my tempest-battered spirit yearned 

To spend in prayerful agony an hour. 

IV. 

Oh, hast thou ever seen some angel face. 
Some form from beauty's mould, all tenantless, 

Deserted by its sweet indwelling grace, 
Bereft of life, of love, and loveliness ? 

V. 

Oh, where the soft expression of those eyes 
That once beamed down upon the busy street, 

And showed a glimpse within of Paradise, 
Where Innocence and Joy were wont to meet ? 
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VL 

Alas ! with garish, soulless gaze, they leer 

Upon the passenger's averted eye ; 
Filmed o'er with dust, how death-like they appear, 

With nothing to redeem their vacancy ! 

vn. 
No merry sounds come trooping through the door, 

To vent the ever-springing flow of mirth 
From children's hearts so richly running o'er. 

For they are dead and bosomed in the earth. 

vin. 
like prison portals barred, it checks approach ; 

Fen the accustomed beggar turns aside. 
With such avoidance as he 'd give a coach 

And four stuffed out with living pomp and pride. 

IX. 

Oh, shall I turn the rusty lock 1 It grates 
With harsh creak on my heart-strings. Shall I tear 

The covering veil aside that separates 
The sanctum of my grief from worldlings here ] 

X 

As Daniel turned his face unto the west, 
And prayed toward blest Salem*s ruined shrine. 

So shall my travelled spirit, seeking rest. 
Make of this chamber oia.loi'j ^wl^ 
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XL 
This is my temple, and my children are 

The angels of the Covenant, who hear 
The surging mnrmnrs of my rising prayer, 

And bear them on their wings to Qod's own ear. 

XIL 

A present Deity my sonl reveals ; — 
My sainted wife and children hovering near, 

My trembling bosom, thrilled with pleasure, feels. 
Death, where 's thy sting 1 O thou art conquered 
here! 



E CBUCE SALUS. 

L 

Bbpobe Thy Cross, O Christ, I bring 
My heart a willing offering ; 
Spurn not the sacrifice I fling 

Before Thy feet 

a 
Here will I ding where Thou hast hung 
Until mine agony hath wrung 
An answer to my faltering tongue 

In accents sweet 
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m. 
The writhing Past will I nail here, 
And let Conviction's stranger spear 
Transfix the heart I humbly dare 
To offer Thee. 



IV. 

Oh, let Thy swe^t and blood efface, 
In one sufficient act of grace, 
The canker spot and loathsome trace 
Of leprosy. 



«EIN TESTE BUEG 1ST UNSER GOTT." 
LUTHER. 

I. 
A SAYING fortress is our God, 
Our weapon and our shield j 
He freely rescues from the rod 
Disaster threats to wield : 
Our ancient enemy 
prepares his enginery — 
The panoply of fraud, 
And might's devouring sword; 
Where on the earth 's his like % . 



i 
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n. 
Our pony strengtii aTsils aanaxi^ 

To rescae us from loss ; 
But He, the chosen Oaptaifi, ionght 
And conquered on the Crosa 
Dost ask, "What is His name V 
The Christ of Bethlehem ; 
The Leader of the Host ; 
Our all-sufficient boast ; 
'Tis He shall keep the field. 



m. 
What if the Devil scour the worid. 

And threaten to devour ; 
Our banners shall be still unfurled 
With confidence, the more. 
This earth's o'erbearing Prince 
Shall not dismay us, since 
His licence to o'erride 
To circumstance is tied ; 
And shrinks before the Word, 



TV. 

That Word shall steadlafert stand 
Spite of the Devil's shifts ; 

This is Gk)d's purposed plan 
Confirmed to U3 by gifts : 



' EIN FESTE BUEG 1ST UNSEE GOTT." 83 

The fiend may take our life, 
(Joods, honour, children, wife ; 
Yet what his gain therein ? 
He frees us so from sin ; 
The Kingdom we retain. 



k 
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ELSk 

I. 
BuTHE spirit of the household hearth, 
Chirping with all a cricket's mirth 
At eventide, 
Before the ruddy glow; 

Where hearts confide, 
In whispers soft and low, 
The petty shocks of Fate, the rude rebuff of Woe. 

n. 
Thou tutelary Deity, 
The modest drooping of thine eye 
Shrinks from the bright 
Efulgence of the day. 

But in twilight 
And pensiYe sob^ gray 
Of placid thought resomes its cosfcicnQac^ ^s««!|< 
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nL 
For all who see thine heart shine througlf 
Thy curtained eyes of heavenly blue, 
Confess the might 
Of virgin purity, 

In whose soft light 
And deep intensity, 
Tliey, mild and clear, the joys of Heaven reflected see. 

IV. 

Yet art thou but a pretty toy, 
The plaything of capricious joy ; 
To pat thy cheek, 
To stroke thy auburn hair. 

Pretend to speak 
A secret in thine ear. 
Then t^Ase thee to the feigned expresdon of despair. 

V. 

As «>ft the patter of thy feet 
A* heads of rain and flowers that greet, 
With dewy kiss^ 
Each other at the eve : 

And equal bHss 
T^ dixDitkid hand SfAh leaTe, 
vfW* fir«stsied nn bnmmg brow of posn thereby l^awrrad. 



^^ 



TL 

Hwci baa no hiD oil scam to tread, 
'WWRu flf thoms TiiT "hrow to bead 
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With drops of blood ; 
No page of History 

To gratitude 
Of far posterity 
Perchance will dedicate thy safe obscurity. 



vn. 
Yet art thou therefore none the less 
An angel ministrant, to bless 
The cheerful hearth ; 
A voiceless power to lead 
Our souls from earth 
To palaces overhead. 
Where sister angels like to thee their wings outspread. 



vnL 
Thou art the placid evening star, 
Whose loving eye looks deep and far 
Into the breast, 
To sway the rising tide 
To dreamless rest ; 
To tame the stubborn pride, 
And soothe the passions on the arm of happiness. 



IX. 

Thou art the clear sure voice of Eighty 
Threading with silver sound tbft \sv\\gD^ 
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Of ruder wron^ 
Tliat well-nigh overpow e ra 

Hie straggling soD^ 
As upward still it soars 
To join the parted q^irits' disembodied tllroog; 



The gashing of thy cooing love 
Hath haonted Memory's sacred grovi^ 
Till even now 
My inmost soul is stirred. 

As long ago, 
When first I pensive heard 
The suasive wooing of oar household coahaft bInL 
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CAHTOL 



^ 



L 

Oh, bat the bride was passing &ir, 
Bobed in radiance rich and rare^ 
In matchless grace beyond compare ! 
And l»ight as stars in the flowing hair 
Of the pensive, doskbrowed qaeen of nifi^t, 
The dancing jets of laog^iing li ght . 
RaaUiig from her large daric ^poa 
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The rosy ripeness of beauty blushed 
O'er lovely cheek and bosom, flushed 
With new strange thoughts of sweet surprise, 
With trembling hopes and ecstasies ; 
Eippling o'er her full heart's brim 
like nectar o'er the goblet rim. 
The wild coquettish fountain gushed 
With one tumultuous struggling rush 
With tears her sparkling eyes to dim ; 
Then dimpled 'neath the f eivent glow 
Of Victor's gaze, as an infant's face 
Beneath the winsome, tender grace 
Of mother's smile and whisper low. 

n. 
And Victor's bosom swelled with pride 
As he hung o'er the glowing cheek of his bride, 
Bounded and r^ and soft as a peach ; 
And his bounding heart with joy beat high. 
With thoughts beyond my skill to reach, 
As Lotti turned her moistened eye, 
And leaned her bowed head on his breast, 
Soliciting young love's caress. 
E'en as a rosebud bares her breast 
To woo the kiss of the ardent sun, 
Then drops her half -averted eye, 
And, paling, hopes indeed that none 
£[ave seen how lightly she is won j 
So the coy maiden steals away 
Within the shade of the xecea^ 
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And, innocent simplicity, 

Dreads lest the festal company, 

All basking m the sunny ray 

And light of wreathed smiles, have missed 

Her presence thence, or seen that kiss 

Pleading its suit of promised bliss. 

m. 
What power, O mystic love, is thine 
To bend the plastic heart, and twine 
Sweet trailing flowers around the trunk 
That never from the storm hath shrunk ! 
Oh thou hast tamed the rugged pride 
Of this fierce mountaineer, allied 
To perils on the scarp hill-side ; 
His heart bows like a bruised reed, 
As sensitive as that coy weed 
Whose petals shrink before the touch ; 
And thou hast taught the bashful maid 
To meet his passion, half unsaid, 
And give the trembling pleader such 
An eloquence, that beauty yields 
The inner rampart line, that shields 
Her modesty, by self betrayed. 

IV. 

The silver cord of marriage-vow 
Bound to her virgin zone the keys 
To ope her husband's bursting store 
Of wealth won by the sweat of brow : 
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But, mystery of mysteries, 
On which she pondered more and more, 
She held the potent magic keys 
Unto a treasure of more worth 
Than barren metal, toil-won gold ; 
Above the lustrous yellow earth, 
And all its rayless visage cold, 
Flashed bright on her astonished gaze 
The gleaming and unrivalled blaze 
Of marriage love. Oh, she would set 
The star-bejewelled coronet 
Upon her brow, and what could dim 
The radiance of the clasping rim, 
Whose circlet should proclaim her his. 
And girdle in her life with bliss ? 

V. 

Oh, she was sweetest of the throng 

That wreathe with beauty, grace, and song 

The rigour of the Alpine kings : 

And buzzing thoughts with fluttering wings 

Breathed round her low-toned whisperings 

Of pure and maiden innocence. 

Making her breast the hallowed shrine 

Of winged visitants divine, 

Whose purer worship exiled thence 

The gross idolatry of sense. 

VL 

Than Victor feater were not found 
In all the Alpine mo\uitaixiXQi\3aA\ 
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On cavemed hill or sunny slope, 
In woody dell or cleft ravine, 
To ply the sports of village green, 
To chase the nimble-footed goat 
Along the giddy rocky ledge, 
To scale the hairbreadth pathway edge, 
And bring the chamois in the scope 
Of the unswerving rifleshot. 
To leap o'er crevasse, cleft, and rock 
Upon the vaulting alpenstock, 
To climb the mountain parapet. 
The peril-snatched blue flower to set 
Upon a maiden's fluttering breast^ 
To sing and dance the saraband, 
And dart the sly good-humoured jest 
At wedding /efe or village feast. 
Till late the nettled maidens threw 
Coy looks of provocation sly 
And smile-tipped darts of witchery 
From rosy mouth and violet eye 
That who but Victor could withstand ? 
But all in vain the arrows flew 
Till Lotti, huntress chaste and fair. 
One swift unerring missive drew 
From Love's well-furnished armoury : 
The quarry quivered with the dart 
Piercing his unsuspecting heart, 
And sought in pensive solitude, 
In mountain-forest, dell, and glen, 
Belief for this unwonted mood,— 
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'Ihis touch of joy, this thrill of paio. 
Did ever bosom torn by love 
Seek babbling rill or shady grove, 
And find therein a medicine ? 
Contemplative communings prove 
No antidote to the fierce thrill 
Bounding through every fevered vein, 
Impetuous as the mountain rill, 
Brawling adown the scarped ravine. 

vn. 
And the cur6 sits in the elbowed seat 
By the sheltered nook of the blazing hearth. 
But naught sees he of the rollicking mirth 
Wherewith the youths and maidens greet, 
With bounding hearts and tripping feet, 
The whispered joys of marris^e state. 
He watches the embers in the grate, 
Till the ruddy glow of the fickle blaze 
In rosy lights and shadows plays 
Around his opeu beaming face — 
(That face which peers with jocund grace 
Through incense of the glowing bowl)— 
The mirror of his cheerful soul. 
O'er which the mists of age have stole, 
Soft as the dew of twilight sky. 
Oh, naught sees he of the glances sly 
'Twixt amorous youth and maiden fair ; 
Oh, naught hears he of the heaving sigh 
That breathes their tendsr, ^leaskksi, ^:»sft \ 
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No mirthful strains salute his ear, 

No howling of the blustering night, 

No echoes rolling round the hills, 

No brawling of the mountain rills, 

No wild outburst of new delight 

Waking the ghostly echoes in 

The rafters, with unwonted din. 

His thoughts are with the buried past, 

Or with the future, o'er the verge 

Of the lone tomb — his eyes are cast 

Across the bounding, seething surge 

Of the mad present — ^lone he sits, 

A relic of the days gone by 

Among the sunny days to come, 

A fleck of snow dimming the eye 

Of violets of opening spring ; 

Yet o'er his placid features flits 

Such mellowed light as shines through some 

Dim orient cathedral pane. 

Tinging the shadows in the fane 

With mingled hue of angel-wing. 



CANTO IL 
L 

And hast thou broken from the arms 
Of marriage love and Lotti's charms, 
To see the blushing dawn arise 
O'er yonder eastern hill ? Oh, fie ! 
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Where is thy wonted gallantry ? 
Gould not thy wife's uncurtained eyes 
A sweeter dawn to thee disclose 
Than trembles in yon orient skies 9 
What, hath the budding virgin rose, 
Plucked from the stalk, lost all its 

grace 
As soon as planted in thy breast 1 
Or hath some omen of unrest 
Usurped affection's dwelling-place ? 
It is not so ; for in thine eyes 
Deep-seated pleasure and content 
Triumphant sit upon the throne 
Of happiness. Thy brow is bent 
On some high purpose that alone 
Hath harshly interposed between 
Thy wish and its accomplishment. 
How couldst thou else so early leave 
Thy new-made wife of yester eve 
With heart elate and brow serene ? 

n. 
How soon an April shower subdues 
Affection's evanescent glow ! 
Now every gem upon the bough, 
Each bursting blossom on the spray, 
Kissed by the fickle sun's warm ray, 
Unfolds ten thousand varied hues. 
An envious cloud shall intervene, 
And desecrate the glowing scene ', 



i 
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Around, above, the damp of d^h 

Chokes the poor straggling fragrant breath ; 

The blossom droops its fragile head 

Upon the mossy stone as dead, 

Unless rep^tfmt skies above 

Kenew the promise of their love. 

in. 
" But yesterday the marriage vow 
Enwreathed with dignity my brow, 
Gave tone and vigour to my tread, 
Gave conscious honour to my head : 
To-day, before St Bernard's sktiney 
The vow I pledged when mrroyv's shade 
Between me and the late-won maid 
Intruded, I intend to pay. 
I vowed, if she became but mine, 
I would my dearest wish forego, 
For ever to be near her still, 
And on the next succeeding day 
With due performance to fulfil 
My covenanted vow; and lo, 
On wings of love, elate of heart, 
I rend the silken cords apart 
That bind me to yon cot below. 
And think the lingering moments long 
That keep me from the smiling throng 
Of beauties in her heavenly eye. 
I may not tarry : steep and high 
The rude ascent ; and ere the eve 
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My home-retormng soul most leave 
St Bernard's saored monastery." 

rvr. 
As swift as arrow glancing by ; 
As evanescent as thB star 
Hurled by good angels (thus the creed 
Of Mussulman is made to read) 
Against the impious genii, — 
Gleaming this instant in the sky, 
The next extinguished in the night ! 
And when I turned to gaze^ lo, far, 
And almost fading from my sight, 
I saw him scale the toUing height. 
A moment Fancy winged her flight 
In thought to bear him company; 
Then drooped her wing, as higher still 
His footsteps spurned the lessening hilL 
He stood a speck against the sky. 
Then vanished from my straining eya 

V. 

The echoes of the vesper bell 
Waft on the breeze's fitful swell 
A requiem o'er the parting day ; 
The red pines glimmer in the ray 
Of the slant sun: the mists below 
Scale the high peaks of burnished gold 
O'er which the banner is unrolled 
Of abdicated daylight's sway. 
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Bock, riven tower, and chatelet ; 

The tree-fringed knoll; the shepherd's cot ; 

The beetling brow ; the icy grot ; 

Their crisper edges softened down 

To one commingled shadowy brown, 

Fantastic loom, in the twilight. 

Upon the borders of the night, 

Suggesting thoughts that take their tinge 

Of melancholy from the fringe 

Of shadows broidering the height. 

Now Nature's silent eloquence 

O'erpowers the pUgrim's heart and sense, 

As, lone in these majestic scenes, 

He stays his purpose for awhile, 

To watch the daylight's parting smile. 

Till thought of Lotti intervenes 

To give fresh elasticity 

To heart and step, while memory 

lives o'er again the new delight 

That consecrates the bridal night. 



VL 

Haste, pilgrim, haste : St Bernard's walls 
Enclose more hospitable halls 
Than this the vault of Heaven domes — 
And see the burly Tempest comes. 
From mountain-cavern, rock and glen. 
From forest-gloom and howling den. 
To prowl around the rock-perched homes 
That picturesque these savage scenes : 



i 
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Down yonder forest-clad ravines 

The elemental trampets sound 

The charge to airy foes around : 

And hark I the generous deep-mouthed hound 

Doth challenge the Storm-King's advance, 

And summon all the stragglers in 

From night of peril and mischance, 

From brawling roar and hurtling din, 

To where, secure from shapes of sin, 

The crackling faggots cheerful glance 

Upon the circling social bliss 

So welcome in a night like this. 

Spurn, spurn the hill-side, well I wiss 

Didst thou anticipate a kiss 

From the inimitable red 

Of Lotti's tempting lips, instead 

Of inclination of the head 

From yonder monks, to welcome thee ; 

The flight of thought would not outstrip 

Thy haste to meet her pleading lip. 

And clasp the sweet simplicity 

Close, close to thee that thou mightst sip 

The nectar of her lips, and soothe 

With whisperings of honeyed truth 

The artless maiden's tender youth. 

vn. 
Good-night, good-night, forget the drone 
Of weary monk beside the fire ; 
And let thy dancing bo\]1 Bi;ap\ie> 
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Borne on the silken wings of dreams, 
To where thy Lotfci, sad and lone. 
Beyond the mountain barrier, 
Doth watch the finger of the night 
Point in the stars the slow-winged flight 
Of Time, through open casement where 
The silver starlight inward streams. 
Sweet plaintive mourning dove, she deems 
Each hour an age that severs thee 
From her and Love's felicity. 
Qood-night ! her orisons have borne 
Thy name before the throne of grace ; 
Angels shall keep thee till the mom 
These lingering shades of night displace : 
Her spirit hath flown forth to thee, 
Freed from its lone captivity 
By sleep : she hovers round thy bed 
And cradles thy dear drooping head. 
Then still thy bounding heart, and cool 
The fever in thy thrilling veins ; 
And sanctify the beautiful, 
Eedeeming our htmianity 
From taint of earth and earthly stains ; 
By lifting up the heart and eye 
To the perfection of all love. 
Throned in the Trinity above : 
For oh thy love to Lotti is 
But the reflected glow of this. 
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CANTO in. 



I. 
Before the orient sun ascends 
Its path of gold o'er yonder height, 
The pilgrim of last evening wends 
His homeward way with arrowy flight : 
Nor stays he long at Martigny 
To fret impatience with djslay ; 
For Lotti dances on his eye, 
Imprinted there by memory 
More tender than weak words can say. 
The Col de la Forchi^ is scaled, 
The Col de Balme is left behind, 
The brawling Eau-Noire's roar is hailed. 
The Tannevorgez, and the slope 
Of steep Le BueL Daacing hope 
Wantons in eveiy breeze of wind; 
And lures him on with tempting smiles 
O'er many mountain rugged miles. 
Emotions, strange and undefined, 
Yearnings impatience cannot quell 
With mere anticipation's spell, 
Crowd o'er his soul until the swell 
Of feeling floods his heairt and eyes. 
Already smiles upon his gaze, 
Beneath his feet, the nestling place 
Of beauty, lov^ and sunny grace 
In Lotti's rural panydiae. 



104 MISGELLANSOUS POEMS. 

Already doth he seem to feel 

Her warm breath o'er his sonl reveal 

The fragrance of her perfumed sighs. 

Already doth he see her breast 

Heave with the tide of tenderness 

No other symbol can express^ 

Infinite, sparkling, fathomless. 

Already do her glancing eyes 

Feign sweetly, playfol, mock surprise 

At his so swift return, as she 

Would ask what need of haste, that he 

So soon had left the monastery. 

Already doth he whisper words 

That vibrate from her heart's tense chords 

A vocal answer of delight, 

At thought of which a blush doth steal. 

And all her inmost soul reveal ; 

Till she is fain to bow her head 

Upon his fond responsive breast, 

And leave the gush of tenderness 

Appreciated though unsaid. 

n. 
Sweet Hope, come dwell with me, and be 
The prophetess of coming years 
Of golden promise : tread the lea 
O'er which the virgin mom appears, 
Kissing away the beaded tears 
Strung on the fine-spun gossamer : 
For where the witchery of thy smile 
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Doth softly fall, an atmosphere, 

With light and fragrance redolent, 

Holds sweet dominion for awhile, 

And bathes the soul in calm content. 

With thee to point heart, hand, and sense. 

All wisdom, feeling, innocence 

Are mine : with the persuasive light 

Of thy far-reaching placid eyes, 

My day shall know no gloom of night. 

To mitigate the dear delight 

Of that secluded paradise 

Of which thou art the Eve, Oh, where 

Thy sweet divinity is shrined, 

The grateful heart is dedicate 

To joy, and if, perchance, a tear 

Upon the eyelids doth appear. 

It speaks with eloquence sincere, 

(Persuasive as 'tis undesigned,) 

Of the still worship paid to thee. 

Sweet Hope, in shrinking secrecy. 

nL 
Night ! and the glittering stars o'erhead, 
Sprinkling the path that angels tread 
With tears, for mortals' sorrows shed ; 
Glimmer on icy pinnacle. 
On gleaming rock and river bed. 
Through forest aisle and hoarse cascade ; 
Shedding a balm invisible 
Upon the heart's perturbed s^eXH, 
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As ambient as the pearly bead 

Of dew. More chastely beautiful 

Those quenchless urns of living light 

Amid the grand and towering might 

Of Nature's Alpine citadel, 

Than seen from yonder sleeping plain 

Beneath our feet '^ The thought is vain, 

But Love is fed by fantasy 

Unreal as the mockery 

Of dreams, that scorn the ways and means 

On which our halting reason leans, 

And scale at once the topmost height 

Disdainful of all scaffoldings ; 

Yet, had I but an angel's wings," 

Thus tend the fond imaginings 

Of Victor, "soon my downward flight 

O'er intervening crag and dale 

Should hover o'er the lovely vale 

And cot where Lotti sweetly lies. 

But deep crevasse and precipice 

Eestrain impatient haste, restrained 

Else by no mere fatigue, and rein 

The onward impulse with the thought 

That not alone my life is fraught 

With perils ^— but a dearer far. 

Making with me a double star. 

Commingles her pure light with, mine, 

Obscured with me by power malign," 

He said, but heedless of the truth 

Of which he spake, he bounded by 



V 
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With reckless haste, for ardent youth 
Must feel Time's rude inclemency, 
And sober to the thoughtful gray 
Of stooping years ere it can stay 
Its impulses with words of sooth. 
Like chamois swift he glided by, 
A transient shadow of the night, 
This moment dancing on the eye, 
The next escaped the straining sight ! 
Pray thy good angel point thy way 
Secure among the lurking snares, 
Until the first &int streaks of day 
Call thee to kiss away the tears 
Strung on the fringe of Lotti's eyes. 
Commend thee to thy lady l^ir. 
There dwells a mighty influenoe 
In virgin prayerful innocence. 
And pray the Virgin Mother, where 
She sweetly smiles enthroned in bliss, 
To keep thee from the erii snare. 
Accept thy pilgrim-sacrifice. 
Direct thy steps to happiness 
Blushing to greet the morning light : 
This be thy prayer ;— and so, good-night ! 

IV. 

Good-night ! goodniighi— a long good-night ! 
The footfall of old Time shall creep 
Softly where thou art tranced in sleep ! 
How oft, how oft, the oiieiiJ» li%\i\ 
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Of dawn shall fire yon eastern skies 

But never tremble on thy lids ! 

How oft the ardent noon instil 

The languor of the frame that bids 

Imagination reign alone ; 

But never shall it thaw the chill 

That petrifies thy heart of stone ! 

How oft the sunset mysteries 

Of hue and shade commingle o'er 

The darkening earth, but never more 

To thy admiring eyes display 

The beauties of the parting day ! 

How oft the midnight skies— but stay, 

Perchance a starry sentinel 

May pierce with cold and shimmering ray 

The darkness that invests thy cell 



An interval of twice ten years, 
And now a manly form is seen, 
So like the form of the lost, I ween, 
That hadst thou risen from the thrall 
Of sleep, thy waking thought would deem 
Thy trance of twenty years had been 
A single night ; that Victor, tall, 
Erect, and manly stood before 
Thine eyes ! 'Tis not the sire, but son, 
In whom his father's pulses run. 
Clothed with the same nobility 
Of Btature, strength ; and liberty 



"V 
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Of soul. And, oh, the dream 

Of beauty vanished from her face, 

Channelled and worn with coursing tears^ 

The shadow of the face of yore, 

Will bridge the past. The sunny grace 

Hath long since fled its nestling place ; 

Instead, a nameless terrored look 

Of expectation tensely strung 

Pleads to thy soul, yet will not brook 

Condolence from thy babbling tongue. 

An interval of twice ten years. 

Of lingering hopes and trembling fearsy 

And here and there a streak of gray 

The matron Lotti's locks inlay ; 

The bloom of the soft round cheek is gone^ 

The bounding heart is as still as a stone. 

And hangs a sullen weight of lead, ' 

Save when in dreams she feels his breath. 

As fragrant as the bridal wreath. 

Glow on her cheek as erst that night 

Of raptured passion and delight 

Now numbered with the parted dead. 

Her pleading tears and upturned gaze 

At mom, at evening, in the blaze 

Of noon, and in the silent night. 

In muteness eloquent demand 

The winner of her heart and hand 

In years whose epitaph is traced 

In wrinkles o'er her lengthening faca 

" Why comes he not to bid farewell, 
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Before life's solemn vesper bell 
Divorce the weary aching heart 
From its frail battered tenement ? 
Why did we, rather, ever part ? 
And will he never come again 
To soothe away the sense of pain 
That sighs in every fluttering breath ? 
O God, if but his brow were bent 
O'er mine in the lone hour of death, 
My grateful heart should be content, 
Yea, even from Victor thus to part. 
Nor fear the fell Destroyer's dart ! 
But evening closes round my life, 
The widowed mother, one-night wife, 
Nor gleams there from the skies afar, 
To cheer the gloom, a single star. 
Fain would I lay my throbbing head 
Among the lowly happy dead, 
But that a prescient instinct glows 
Over the pale cheek of my woes. 
Thrilling galvanic throbs of life 
That tell me, the heartbroken wife, 
That lover, husband, father, yet 
Shall banish, by his home return. 
Accumulation of regret : 
And that my heart again shall bum 
At sight of him, and inward yearn 
To clasp him ever there. Oh let 
These dim prophetic messages 
Not end in yearning impulses, 



\ 
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But be the prelude of relief 

From widowhood, suspense, And grief." 

VI. 

He comes, he comes, and not alone, 
For half the village brings him on ; 
The old, the young, the matron, maid, 
The drooping daughter, prattling son, 
The tottering infant, and bald brow 
Capped with an eighty winters' snow ; 
Each rousing chatelet doth give 
Its dearest representative, 
For memory and fireside tales 
Have made each kindred bosom own 
Him unit of the whole. The vales, 
Methinks, grow silent at the tread 
Of the procession winding down 
The steep descent, as though each bird 
To awed suspense and grief was stirred. 
Why is it so ? Why not elate 
Of heart, with joy proportionate 
To his long absence ? 

Lotti springs 
To meet him o'er the broken ground. 
As though her feet were plumed with wings ; 
Yet can she not outstrip her heart, 
That flies forth from her like a dart 
With all a wife's imaginings. 
On, on she bounds, and spurns the aid 
Filial tenderness would pay, 



V 
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To clasp to her— the dead ! The dead 1 

Yes ! stretched upon a bier he lies, 

A placid smiling sacrifice ! 

One moment doth she stricken stand 

As she would question of the clay, 

In incoherent wild demand, 

Why fled the spirit ; but no word 

Escapes her parted lips; her eyes 

Are fixed in strange rigidity 

Upon the dawning tragedy. 

No wild convulsive burst of grief 

To her bereavement brings rehef ; 

No calling on the earth and skies 

To witness her huge sorrows' weight. 

A little twitching of the white, 

Thin lips—a heaving of the breast ; 

A blanching of the cheek where sat 

A moment hence the dawning light 

Of renovated joy. Distressed 

Heart-moanings deep within; yes, these 

Alone suggest the agonies 

That strive to shun the gazer's eye. 

And can no comfort then be heard 

From lips of neighbour sympathy. 

No pregnant timely-spoken word ? * 

She needs it not. See, see she bends 

To dasp the cold earth to her breast : 

Speak low, good neighbours. Christian friends. 

Disturb her not; there let her rest 

Sever her not from where she lies 
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Thus folded in her husband's arms: 
One sepulture will then sufl&ce 
To wrap them from the world's alarms. 
Death reunites them. So, 'tis done ; 
Now look how slopes the setting sun ; 
But ere the morrow shall arise 
They twain shall be in paradise. 



vu. 
A shepherd for his vagrant flocks 
Scaling the Alpine giddy rocks, 
By chance or Providence, was led 
Along the pathway Victor sped, 
When hasting on that fateful night 
To Lotti, home, and sweet delight. 
So, leaping o'er a deep crevasse, 
He saw the sleeper in his bed 
Of ice, a hundred feet below 
Chambered in adamantine glass, 
Pillowed on the eternal snow. 
Frost was the talismanic pass 
That freed him from Corruption's tooth ; 
There had he hdn for twenty years, 
There might have lain until, in sooth, 
The dissolution of the spheres. 
Unchanged in feature, form, and mien ; 
As smiling, placid, and serene 
As when, unconscious of the verge. 
By thought of love impatient urged^ 
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Down the crevasse he headlong fell, 
And found therein sepulchral cell. 



THE VILLAGE PATKIARCH. 



Whebe now the freshness of the years 

That garlanded thy manly brow 
With a bright diadem ; by tears 

Begemmed, though not by tears of woe 'i 
Call back the vanished long ago, 

Whose sunbeams twined among thy locks 
Of gold, now whiter than the snow 

Upon the gleaming mountain-rocks. 
I know thy opened memory. 
Canst thou but find the rusty key, 
Will glitter with the gathered store 
Of treasure from the days of yore. 

IL 
Eemembrance of some kind deed done, 

Some fitly spoken, pregnant word. 
When misery hath stood alone. 

Nor hand nor heart save thine hath stirred, 
To pluck the timid fluttering bird 

Of innocence from raven bill ; 
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Some whispered tone of comfort heard 

By dying lone one, lingering still 
On the receding strand, awhile 
Shall point thy pensive thought and smile. 
To dr^w sweet solace at the last 
From the eventful chequered past. 

III. 
With honest pride recall the toil 

That for thyself and progeny 
Won from the not ungrateful soil 

Wherewith to meet thy children's cry 
And upward glancing of the eye 

Soliciting thy humble aid. 
No pauper's dole of charity 

Upon thy honest palm hath laid 
Its searing touch, though thy sad years 
Have cradled beeh in want and tears : 
But never want nor woe could wring. 
The beggar's whine and murmuring. 

IV. 

Yet do not let thy bosom swell 

Inflated by indecent pride ; 
For will not thy Kemembrance knell 

A requiem o'er the grave where hide 
From mortal sight, (by God espied,) 

The buried hopes ; the slighted call ; 
The opportunities denied ; 

The proffered boon of grace; the all 
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That sliould have swept thy diifting soul 

Before its swelling ocean roll 

To where the Stiller of the sea, 

With outstretched hand awaited thee 1 



ITALY. 



EiSE, Italy, arise ! Each sod, 

And flower baptized with blood, to God 

Appeals against the secret rod 

Of Tyranny. 
The midnight shriek ; the stifled moan ; 
The rack of human flesh and bone ; 
The widow's tears : the exile's groan 

Shall make thee free. 



n. 
From crag to crag, from rock to rock, 
From every cave and mountain flock 
To win your freedom in the shock 

Of victory. 
Each southern cheek shall blush with ire ; 
Each patriot eye light up with fire ; 
The infant with the tottering sire 

Shall join the cry. 
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m. 
Behold the halo round the head 
Of the immortal ones who led 
The bannered hosts that fought and bled 

For Italy I 
Their glorious martyrdom rehearse 
In glowing strains of thrilling verse, 
Then let your rival deeds disperse 

The enemy. 

IV. 

Arise, Italia, arise ! 
And let the glad applauding skies 
* Smile on the noble sacrifice 

That makes thee free. 
Throw off the fetters of thy sleep ; 
Behold the tears of those who weep 
Their wrongs in drops of blood ; then sweep 

To victory. 



POLAND. 



O Author of our former glory. 
Thou ample shield in days gone by 

When Europe thrilled with the high story 
Of Poland's matchless ckWalrj \ 



i 
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Before Thy throne we bend the knee, 
Revive our heartstruck liberty ! 

n. 

Thou witness of our frequent sorrow, 
Thou counter of our many tears ; 

The fate of Poland's dim to-morrow 

Is wrapped in anxious doubts and fears ; 

Before Thy throne we bend the knee, 

Revive our heartstruck liberty ! 

III. 
Thy hand hath crushed the proud oppressor 

Of heart and home in days of yore ; 
Look on our bleeding land and bless her, l| 

She weeps with blood from every pore ; 
Before Thy throne we bend the knee, 
Revive our heartstruck liberty ! 

IV. 

Dispel the mists from Faith's dimmed vision, 
That she may clutch the saving cross — 

Now the proud foes' scoff and derision. 
But soon, O Christ, their sudden loss ; 

Before Thy throne we bend the knee, 

Revive our heartstruck liberty ! 

V. 

Let Saviour-Liberty, new risen 
From bondage of the riven tomb. 

Roll back the portals of its prison. 
And chase the sad disciples' gloom : 
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Before Thy throne we bend the knee, 
Revive our heartstruck liberty ! 

VL 

O Liberty, the earth for ever 

Shall taint no more thy purity : 
'Gainst Thee the gates of Hell shall never 

Prevail with final tyranny : 
Before Thy throne, bow heart and knee. 
Revive, O God, our Liberty ! 



MY NATIVE HOME. 



L 

'Tis not alone that beauty decked 
The cradle of my infant years : 

A thousand fairer virgins smUe 
With rosy cheeks unstained by tears ; 

Yet cannot bid my bosom rove 

From thee my first and only love ! 

IL 

Nor is it that the sunny glow 

Of laughing pleasure round me shone ; 
For rainy tears of want and woe 

Oft mingled with the smiling sun, 
To arch with rainbow-span, the sky 
Of storm contending InfancY. 
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In visions of the pensive night ; 

In day dreams, all unbidden come 
(Instilling thoughts of fresh delight,) 

Those flower-wreathed scenes of early home : 
A nameless nothing will recall 
The past, and hold my heart in thrall. 

rv. 
The forest glade ; the gossip rill ; 

The crested coursers of the sea : 
The haunted cavern 'neath the hill ; 

The gipsy laae ; the woodland lea ; — 
Sweet vignettes pictured on my heart. 
From memory shall never part ! 



God grant ere death shall seal mine eyes. 
That I may once again behold 

That little spot of Paradise : 
And may the fresh young heart of old, 

Untouched by sin, from passion free. 

At sight thereof return to me. 
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A MOTHER 

I. 
Faint and slow the pulse's flow ; 
My heart is sad and weary ; . 
No more I know the sunny glow 
That sparkled once so cheery : 
" In faith, my tears are wet," 
For Hope's sweet star is set, 
And the night is dark and dreary. 

Could I behold with joy untold 

The sleeping babe beside me ! t 

But malice bold and curses cold 
Help my poor heart to chide me ; 
Mother, but not a tdfe, 
1 quail beneath the knife 
Of scoffers that deride me. 

III. 
To me the hum of life is dumb ; 

The landscape 's dark and dreary ; 
Ere Spring hath come, the Winter's tomb 
Hath domed my bosom weary : 
Yet this pale Snowdrop clings. 
With drooping eye and wings 
Of innocence, still near me. 
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MY BURIED HOPE. 

L 

By the porch of the church I have laid thee to sleep ; 
Where violets hide and the sunbeams peep 
Through the twinkling leaves of the whispering trees, 
Stirred at the breath of the sweet south breeze. 

IL 

Thy head by the gray mossy stone lies low, 
Where thy kindred dust of long ages ago 
Softly slumber beneath the green sod, 
And the friendly shade of the house of God. 

in. 
How oft in the future and silent night 
Will our thoughts peer out in the pale moonlight. 
To hover around thy lone house in the clay, 
So spectral and wan in the shimmering ray ! 

IV. 

How oft in the church at Festival, 

When joy holds every heart in thrall, 

Save mine and thy mother's, the tear will be shed, 

For the near, the dear, the darling dead ! 
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DISTRESS. 

L 

A MOTHER sat on the wintry hearth, 
Picture of gaunt despair and dearth ; 

Desolate, desolate, yet not lone : 
Two shivering victims of hunger and woe, 
With her were watching the last faint glow 

Of the embers expiring on the stone. 

IT. 

And the father crouch'd in a corner near. 
While the mother lifted her heart in prayer. 

For the frail young nestling at her breast : 
For the fount is dry, and doth deny 
The craving infant's clamorous cry ; 

Deaf to its wail of fretf ulness. 

in. 
Hard by the princely mansion towers. 
Where the upstart Croesus angry lowers 

On the cry of sharp and shrill distress. 
That rends his ears from the broken tool 
Who hath made his bursting coffers full 

Of wealth to — pamper his haughtiness. 

IV. 

Bereaved mother, thine arms enfold 
The broken shell. Nor want, nor cold, 
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Will chill again the wasted prey 
Of famine :— see the light grows dim, 
Darkness invades the narrowed rim 

Of light j — the life hath passed away. 



SHAKSPERE. 



I. 
O THOU high ruler of the wide domain 
Of fancy, at whose fiat sprung to birth. 
From teeming river, forest, hill, and plain, 
The unsubstantial essences of mirth ;-- 

II. 
Greater than fabled Deities of old 
In that thy mmiJwod's virtues shine afar, 
From thy high sphere, through all the mists that fold 
Our lower earth, like some sweet silver star ; — 

in. 
Thy memory is epitaphed on hearts 
Of flesh, where day by day, and hour by hour. 
The impress deepens till the spirit starts 
Astonished at thy beauty and thy power ! 
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rv. 
Thy thoughts are stereotyped upon oar mind : 
like virgin sisters hand in hand they go : 
Now wild and wanton as the kissing wind, 
Now pensive as the handmaidens of woa 

V. 

The music of thy lullabies hath rocked 

Three centuries upon the arm of song : 

The fourth is soothed by thy sweet numbers, locked 

In trances and in dreams that "fear no wrong." 

f VL 

Except in thine own language how shall I, 
The reverent gazer on thine orb of fame, 
Draw near thy shrine, a trembling votary, 
And worship such as may be there proclaim. 

vn. 
Such as may be, for it is not the shrine 
That claims the language of our lips and heart, 
And the high grasp of thought ; but the Divine 
That sanctifies the grosser earthly part. 

vm. 
Such as may be, for it is not the priest, 
Whose delegated majesty o'erawes, 
But the unseen Divinity expressed 
Through the exponent of the hidden cause. 
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IX. 
For Poesy hath chosen thee to breathe 
Her heaven tuned harpings of sweet minstrelsy 
Into the hearts of men, that she might wreathe 
A smile around our poor humanity. 



I do not bend but stand before thy gaze, 
Yet diffident ; not worshipping with mind 
Abject, and servile profitseeking praise ; 
But greeting these with reverence undefined. 

XI. » 

But, oh, I dare not string thy pearls of thought 
Upon my thread of rhyme to offer thee ; 
Lest, with the wealth of borrowed gems o'erfraught. 
It mar their grace, and bring down shame on me. 

XIT. 

But let me rather with my babbling rhyme, 
A little streamlet by the mighty river. 
Re-echo thee along the Stream of Time 
Far-reaching to the Ocean of For Ever. 

xni. 
Words cannot photograph thee, for no shade 
Tones down thy dazzling orb : thou art the sun 
Of our poetic system beauteous made 
By thee, the centre, and by thee alone. 
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XIV. 
Shine thou within the chambers of my soul ; 
Pierce with thy golden shafts the skirts of night, 
Striving to limitate thy wide control ; 
And fill my bosom with reflected light. 

XV. 

For, oh ! I feel the vein of sympathy 

Pulse through thy heart to mine with kindly flow : 

Linking thee, dead, to the humanity 

Of which thou wert the high priest when below. 



WELCOME TO GAKIBALDL 



High Priest of Liberty, before whose feet 
The monstrous shapes of tyranny succumb, 
Thy welcome advent freeborn patriots greet 
To liberty's ancestral island home. 

II. 
For nations hang upon thy look and word, 
Thou Jephthah of these more degenerate days, 
And at thy beck unsheathe the rusty sword 
To win redemption in the battle's blaze. 
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m. 
For crowned wrong and mitred blasphemy 
Have been the sword of Qod before whose sheen 
Two generations, with a bitter cry 
Of unavailing rage, have murdered been. 

IV. 

The bleeding martyrs of sweet liberty 

And freedom of unshackled conscience, cried 

Like Israel in Egyptian misery. 

To crush the proud oppressor's swelling pride. 

V. 

Then rose a man before whose steadfast gaze, 
As clouds before the brilliance of the sun, 
The hosts of error fled in wild amaze, 
Not overborne by numbers, but by Om, 

VL 

By One, but he the archetype of man. 
At least in modem times ; who knew no self, 
To whom base interest taught no shifting plan, 
Whose " honest palm " itched not at sight of pelf. 

vn. 
No high ambition lured his spirit on 
To rear a mausoleum of men's bones ; 
No meteor anarchy before him shone 
To tempt him to the overthrow of thronea 
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vm. 

But daily prisoning within his heart 
The echoes of the maid and widow's cry, 
Till nature could no more, he with a start 
Uprose, the champion of humanity. 

IX. 

This is a man indeed : yes, thou art he, 
In whose high sacrifice of self, and ease, 
And simple scorn of earthly pomp, / see 
The paragon of men, and Europe sees. 



Till from this heart of England, even I, 

The fellow of the artisan and poor, 

Cannot refrain from echoing the cry 

That welcomes thee to England's honoured shore. 



A FKAGMENT. 



PARTL 

Aloft in giddy garret perched. 
The solitary student searched, 
Like traveller groping in the dark. 
For that dim philosophic spark 
Which, like the swift deluding ray, 
Tempting the wanderer from his way. 
When found, but glitters to betray. 
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The dim and fractured window pane, 
Though ineffectual 'gainst the rain 
And blast intrusive, held secure 
The tenant from such breezes pure, 

As oft in childhood long ago 

Had fanned those locks now capped with 
snow — 

The livery of age and woe. 

Save now and then a straggling beam, 
Inquisitive, that dared to gleam 
Through crevice of the window pane. 
With baffled devious way in vain 
Striving to pierce the settled gloom. 
Nought thrust itself within the room. 
To win the old man's thoughts away 
To scenes of life and outer day. 
No kindred held he with the crowd 
That roared and seethed below, but proud 
Or all indifferent become. 
He held aloof in garret home, 
High perched among the stars, like some 
Philosopher, whose beetling brow 
Frowns on the raging strife below. 
Yet nurses in his secret breast 
Folly provoking more unrest. 
A solitary draggled fowl. 
Moulted of beauty, the poor soul, 
Of youth long years ago bereft, 
Still wasted the few morrows left 
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In picking up lost straggling grains, 

That were not worth one half his pains : 

For such insipid food can 'suage, 

Not one iota of the rage 

Of the mind's hunger. Hoary hairs 

And livid cheek, and self-sought cares, 

A feeble gait and tottering brain, 

The scanty purse, the thousand pains 

And aches that poverty surround. 

Were all the fruits that he had found. 

To recompense the midnight toil ; 

Yet turned he o'er the barren soil. 

Year after year, no richer grown 

In promise of the fabled stone, 

Of intricate philosophy ; 

A witless ancient youth was he, 

To plough the niggard, barren sea ! 

His eyes were dull aiyi leaden-hued. 

So oft and long had they been glued 

Upon the dim charactery 

Of Leaming^s varied heraldry : 

They seemed to turn their gaze within. 

Upon the ever-flowing spring 

Of his own thoughts, for he would sit 

As one entranced in a fit ; 

And, save the shadow of a smile, 

That darkened o'er his lips the while. 
One might not say indeed if he 
Belonged to heaven, or earth, or sea. 
Or shared the nature of all three. 
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In guileless youth I one day tasked 
The patience of the sage, and asked — 
" Why dreaming in his lonely tower. 
He wasted thus the midnight hour ? 
Why come not to the fresh green fields. 
And learn the truths which Nature yields ; 
There 's not a flower which spreads her breast 
Kesponsive to the sun's caress ; 
There *s not a blade that twinkling gleams 
In the bright day's reflected beams ; 
There's not an odour, by the gale 
Wafted from some neighbouring vale, 
But can infuse a deeper truth. 
And be more redolent of youth, 
Of grace and beauty, than the lore 
Snatched from the wreck of days of yore. 
Upon Time's treeless desert shore ! 
Then, tread with me the jewelled sod. 
And turn thy upward gaze to Grod ; 
Come, mingle with thy fellow man. 
Making their good thy purposed plan : 
Hath not Gk)d placed thee here on earth 
To join the scenes of sober mirth. 
Which are the surest sacrifice 
To pluck down blessings from the skies 1 " 

Methought I saw his visage change, 
As o'er his soul emotions, strange 
And deeply buried in his breast, 
Forth startled from their long unrest — 
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A burning blush suffused his brow, 

Chasing the cloud of pent-up woe, 

That hitherto had spread a pall 

Athwart his cheek. Erect and tall, 

Like mast of some " high admiral," 
He stood, though bent and bowed till 

now; 
While from his eyes a sunny glow, 
(lake morning gleam that melts the snow. 

Slow gathered through the lengthened night,) 

Shed o'er his face a changeful light — 

The memory of other days. 

I stood awestruck in glad amaze. 

To mark the unexpected change. 

Yet thought his feeble wits deranged. 



" My child " — but here his faltering tongue 
Trembled with accents such as rung 
Vibrating through my heart — " My child ! 
The far Atlantic breakers wild. 
Fret still against the steadfast shore. 
As when I listened to their roar, 
Responsive, in the days of yore. 
'Tis /, 'tis / am changed ! My pride 
Twas then to breast the wave, and ride 
The foaming courser to the verge. 
Checking the rude imperious surge. 
The hoary mountains laved their sides 
Within the ambient western tida^, 
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From whence their bold and steep ascent 
High scaled the heavens — as though intent 
To lift their soaring monument 
To the far stars. My wayward mind 
From infancy with undefined, 
Dim, indistinct emotions, shared 
Perforce the wild and rugged air 
Of the surrounding scene, that dwelt 
Upon my fancy till I felt 
That sea and mountain had conspired 
Against my thoughts. Then I desired 
To be their ruler, for methought 
They were with life and feeling fraught, 
And challenged me to scale the brow. 
Or stem the seething waves below. 

" Thou canst not dream one half the joy 
Triumphing through my veins, my boy, 
When I had gained the dizzy height ! 
How shouldst thou know the mad delight 
With which I held my proud career 
Upon the white-maned wave-horse 1 Fear 
Demanded no dominion here ! 

" Hast thou beheld the western wave. 
That late in angry clamour raved. 
At calmed repentant shut of day. 
In gentle heavings sob away 
The remnant of its wayward will, 
I And sink in slumber deep and still ] 
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E'en so the wild and fitful dream, 

Of changeful boyhood down the stream 

Of Time soft glided by, and o'er 

My softened heart another power. 

More mighty in its strange effects. 

Though rarely seen but in its wrecks 

Of human happiness, breathed soft 

Such gentle whisperings, as oft 

Distilled my soul to tears. Thiis mild 

And weeping April melts the wild 

And blustering March to kindlier mood, 

Till answering Love and Gratitude 

Repay the Virgin's tears and smiles. 

Then would I wander far, and while ^ 

The dreamy hours in questioning 

The shadowy mystery whose wing 

Was hovering o'er me. Such a bliss 

As trembles in the first fond kiss 

Of Love's requited happiness, 
Would thrill my being while I dwelt 
With rapture on the joy first felt, 
When gazing on fair Eva's eyes. 
And drinking thence sweet ecstacies. 
How sweet to wander through the wood 
In solitary sober mood. 
Musing with purely chastened hope 
Upon the ever widening scope 
Of new existence, that had oped 
Its treasures to the key of love ! 
Alas, why seek I thus to mo\ft 
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Thy heart to thoughts beyond thy years ?" 
I could but answer with my tears. • 
"A new-made mother^s thoughts will 

turn 
Their searchings inward, and will yearn, 
Through all the long maternal term, 
With secret instinct on the germ 
With which her being now is fraught : 
E*en so my mind reflected nought 
But the fond deep imaginings 
That searched into the hidden springs 
Of new-bom life within my breast. 
Bo did I muse, and so was blest 
With thoughts beyond a poet's skill 
To reach — and yet some coming ill 
Would ever loom across my view, 
like clouds that stain the deepened blue 
Of heaven on April day — 

At last 
The faint foreshadowing that cast 
Its evil shade upon me passed 
Across the landscape of my fate, 
like biting blast from eastern gate 
Of heaven at opening dawn of year. 
Where now the smiling flowers that reared 
Their modest looks at Fancy's nod. 
Embossing all the verdant sod— 
The innocent elect of God ! 
Where now aspiring thoughts that spread 
The leafy honours of their head 



"> 
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To genial skies ! Uprooted, torn, 
And of their boasted honours shorn, 
They prostrate lie across my mind, 
Mere relics of decay. The wind 
That nipped those early flowers, since then, 
A waif and stray 'mong fellow-men, 
H^th still but strewed my devious track 
With the last remnants of the wreck 
Of shattered hopes." 

A film overspread 
The old man's eye; he bowed his head, 
In silent agony, to hide 
With specious philosophic pride, 
The pledges of his sympathy 
That burst so unrestrained and free. 



" My father had been taught in youth 

To reverence as sacred truth 
* The tangled web of specious lies 
Which none but drivelling monks can prize, 
Or those they lead with bandaged eyes. 

And mother's teaching had I none, 

To hew my close-grained heart of stone 

To noble purposes — or now 

The laurel might have decked my brow. 

Instead, my fond deluded sire, 

With secret vanity, aspired 

The vision of my mind to crook 

With garnished fables from the book. 
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Of musty legendary lore, 

On which by night and day he 'd pore, 

As miser o'er his treasured store. 



*' It chanced my father's ancient halls 
Keceived within their spacious walls 
A priestly guest, whose reverend mien 
Whitened the sepulchre within. 
No sooner had mine eye beheld 
The stranger than my bosom swelled 
With secret instinct of the fate 
That should succeed the instant hate 
With which my prescient heart rebelled 
Against his advent. Shall I tell, 
And make my breast the while a hell, 
How with successful glosing tongue 
He tortured virtue into wrong. 
Sowed seeds of dark suspicious Doubt, 
Then, stealthy, feigned to root them out : 
How in the armoury of his brain 
He forged the maddening shafts of pain, 
At sight of which his practised eye 
Could don the guise of sympathy ) 
Oh shall I rend the half -closed wound. 
To tell how, with the skill profound 
Of one long practised in his craft, 
He meekli/ buried to the haft 
The keen stiletto of his spite 
Within my heart : and when the fight 
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To me, as ever, brought defeat. 
Would humbly stand or careless sit. 
To talk in tones indifferent 
Of my poor skill, as if to vent 
The remnant of his secret hate 
Upon his writhing foe, prostrate ] 

" His eye could from my bosom tear 
The dearest secret treasured there, 
And all my shrinking thoughts lay bare 

To my own wondering gaze. My soul, 

An open book, with vision bold, 

He curious scanned as he would pry 

The torture of his enemy 

In agonised convulsions torn 

By his keen withering glance of scorn. 

" My fond confiding father supped 
With eagerness the mingled cup 
Of truth and falsehood by his guest 
Compounded with such long success ; 
And still his thirst the keener grown 
From the foul food it fed upon, 
Demanded larger, stronger draughts : 
And still the wily tempter's crafts 
Proved equal to the growing task, 
Eeady at hand before 'twas asked. 

" Yet little recked I of the sway 
With which he stole my tigjafc^ ^^?>?3 \ 
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For birthright to a parent's love 

To me a barreu gift had proved ; 

But soon a mad suspicion stirred 

My soul-depths, and hung like a bird 

Of evil omen hovering nigh, 

With cruel beak and glaring eye, 

To lacerate my heart The fire 

Of TSkging jealousp aspired 

One moment through my ardent breast, 

The next an icy chill distressed — 

Foreboding ill I dared not dread." 



A gleam of conscious triumph spread 
A doubtful ray athwart his cheek : 
His bosom heaved, he ceased to speak ; 
While memory lived o'er again 
The horror of the shifted scene. 
Kemembrance, oh ! thou potent wand, 
At whose resistless, dread demand 
The secrets of the sullen deep 
Within us, start from chains of sleep 
And re-enact the tragedy 
Before the half -averted eye 
Of consciousness ! Thou key 
To many a lone mystery, 
What power of torture doth indwell 
The breast where thou hast built thy cell ! 
Ken as a cunning instrument, 
Unlocked, and played upon, gives vent, 
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Beneath the master^ s skilful hands, 

To tones and chords till then in bands 

Of slumber fettered :--so the mind, 

By cares of daily life confined, 

Can wake from its long rest of years. 

While memory of smiles or tears 

Discourses on its answering keys 

A varied round of minstrelsies : 

Some weird and wild ; some faint and low ; 

Some raptured as an angel's glow 

Of fervour at the sight of love 

To heaven, within the bosom moved 

Of holy nun at prayer — 

I bent 
My head in awe-struck wonderment. 
Until the speaker, strong and free, 
Shook off the chains of reverie. 

"One quiet spot — a cradled nest — 
Toned down the savage wilderness 
Of grandeur that had nursed my years 
Of infancy ; e'en as the tears 
And tenderness of love replaced, 
With many a quiet winning grace, 
The savage landscape of my youth. 
It was a x)aradise in truth 
If such can be on earth — ^the breeze 
Playfully wantoned 'mong the trees 
That mounted this my jewelled gem: 
An ever-babbling streamlet, stemmed 
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By prostrate trunk of moss-grown oak — 
Huge victim of the lightning stroke, 
Found peace within the silver lake 
Where thirsty flowerets grateful slaked 
Their drought The arching forest glades 
For many a mile their welcome shades 
Against the fervent noontide ray, 
In lessening vistas stretched away. 
How oft the warbling songsters trilled 
The love that in our bosoms thrilled. 
Yet found no vent in idle words ! 
How oft the full and swelling chords. 
Vibrating through the musical 
Domain of night ; — the nightingale 
Kesponsive to the gathering roar, 
Rolling its bass along the shore ; 
The silver threads of heavenly song, 
That through the starry regions rung, 
In one full tide of harmony 
Filled all the listening midnight sky. 
How oft the melancholy moon, 
From her high tower, at silent noon 
Of night her silver mantle flung 
Upon the sleeping form that clung 
Confidingly upon my breast, 
In tenderness and dreamless rest ! 
How oft the solemn mystery. 
Indwelling all the midnight sky— 
The ancient heavens — the silent dome — 
Th' unwrinkled blue — the starry home 
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Of disembodied spirits drew 
Our souls to reverie, aud threw 
A weird enchantment o'er the scene, 
Far banished from the haunts of men. 
That moss-grown bower beneath the glade, 
And forest's venerable shade, 
Became a sacred fane, indwelt 
By Deity not seen, yet felt 
In every quickened pulse and thrill ! 
The lifted glance ; the heart o'erfilled 
By speechless thanks ; the high desire ; 
The yearning thought ; the rising fire 
New kindled in the swelling breast ; 
In mute but mighty speech <;onf essed 
The present Deity. 

'Twas Eve, 
When chequered lights and shadows weave 
Unrivalled tapestry ; — the bird 
No longer with his carol stirred 
The silent air ; the ripples fell, 
Like maiden's heaving breast, with swell 
Of noiseless motioh on the lake. 
I heard the ocean murmurs break, 
Like distant city's evening hum. 
With dull, pulsating, softened boom, 
Upon the strand beneath the height. 
Each sound, each hue, each scent and sight 

Breathed Sabbath-calm. I, lingering, trod, 

In happy thought the pathway-sod. 

And felt the presence of a God 
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Around, above, within my souLz 

This was my oft-accustomed goal. 

Made consecrate by Eva's choice. 

My step drew near I But hark I a voice ! 

That hissing tone of omen ill ! 

My soul shrunk back with terror chill 1 

E*en here within my sacred shrine, 

That only spot where aught divine 

Could soften me, my enemy 

Had dogged my steps with prowling eye. 

I could not speak ; I could not stir ; 

And yet my soul flew forth to her ; 

My breath came gaspingly and thick. 

My reason tottered, heart grew sick 

And heavy as a stone. I heard, 

I felt, that loathsome carrion bird 

Swoop near and nearer to my dove, 

The timid object of my love. 

Each instant more persuasive grown, 

Each winning argument and tone : 

Each moment some new whispered lie 

Steeped me in deeper, darker dye ; 

Doubt piled on doubt, fact heaped on fact, 

My listening soul with horror racked : 

At last with one mad bound I flew 

To face the wretch. Hast seen the hue 

Of one struck by the leprosy. 

Or plague spot 'neath the eastern sky 1 

E'en such the pallor of his face. 

Bereft of all its serpent-grace. 
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I spoke no word, but drew my blade ; 

1 recked not then that Eva prayed 

To stay my hand : we fought ; and fate, 

That ^er showered on me its hate, 

Wrung from my breast a furious yell : 

Bereft of sw^ord, I closed and fell, 

Yet dragged with me my enemy 

Unto the earth. The mastery 

For many moments doubtful hung, 

For he was supple, 1 was strong. 

At length I seized him with a grasp, 

Strength such as his could not unclasp ; 

I strained him in a tighter hold ; 

His nerveless struggles grew less bold : 

I gazed on him with searching eye, 

Within his inmost soul to pry 

If fear had there a resting place : 

If such, it dwelt not in his face. 

He met my gaze with equal scorn. 

Yea, taunted me with wounds deep worn 

Into my heart. The verge was nigh, 

1 heard the craving ocean's cry ; 

With easy thews and sinews hurled 

The reptile to another world. 

I saw him bound upon the rock ; 

I heard the deep dull crashing shock ; 

I saw him plunge beneath the tide ; 

I marked the spot with crimson dyed ; 

I turned .... what I, the man of blood, 

'Gainst whom both God and man now stA<i^ 
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At open war ! . . . . But she was gone ! 

And since that mad hour hurled me on 

Adown the precipice of guilt— 

Since that dread hour when life-blood, spilt, 

For vengeance cried to God, mine eye 

No vestige of her destiny 

Hath seen.'* 

The old man's frame was rent ; 
His tale was told, his force was spent ; 
I saw the earthquake of his soul ; 
I heard its muttered thunders roll : 
He stood a living monument 
Of guilt, and guilt-won punishment. 



PART II. 

On the coast of Normandy, 
Where a rocky promontory 
Scowls upon the angry sea. 
Stands or stood but recently 
Kelict of a riven tower. 
Seat of ancient feudal power. 
Solemn and majestic frowns 
On the busy nestling towns, 
Creeping to its skirts this seat 
Of ancestral and elite 
Aristocracy of Might, 
When the strongest was the Right. 
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Seared by flame's devouring tongue ; 
With portcullises unhung ; 
Tempest battered ; rent by shot ; 
Quarry for the fisher's cot ; 
Cleft by rooted parasite ; 
Haunt for Voices of the Night ; 
Scathed by lightning's vengeful glare, 
And dismantled by despair, 
When besiegers overbore 
Valour in the days of yore : 
Here the Leaguer sleeps beneath 
Ruins consecrate to death ; 
Hoary with old age's rime ; 
Gaunt and grim ; the lair of Time ; 
like a sentinel grown gray 
Calling to the bloody fray, 
When the Saxon dared to land 
On the sacred Norman strand, 
When fierce Henri Quatre unsheathed 
Purposes with conquest wreathed : 
Seen from many a mile afar, 
Like the pennon of red war. 
When the slant sun o'er the sea 
Fired the peaks of Normandy. 



Where are now the scutcheoned dead ? 
Sleeping with the peasant, led 
like a hound in leash to war ? 
Where the blazing sun and star 
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• 
Of this ancestral chateau ? 

Faded with the waning glow, 

Blazoned on the shield depending 

From the roofless wall : such ending 

Clasps the golden round of life, 

Gemmed with tears and wreathed with 

strife. 

Who then this enrobed in white 

Gleaming through the dusky night 

From yon tottering pinnacle, 

Weird and wild, yet beautiful, 

If aught beautiful may bide 

Touch of Time 1 Oh this the Bride 

Of the Ocean, so self-styled 

To the questioner, and wild 

As her patronym her mood, 

Raging, placid ; wroth, subdued. 

Stranger she from foreign strand. 

Bearing on her heart the brand 

Sorrow stamps upon the brow, 

Seared by long remembered woe. 

Daylight sees her on the shore, 

Chafing at the surges' roar. 

Sobbing as the ripples weep 

Their late petulance to sleep, 

Raging with the maniac blast 

Till the paroxysm 's past ; 

For her frame of mind is strung 

To the Ocean's fickle tongue ; 
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If the melody of this 
Softly babble of sweet bUss, 
Her accompaniment of mood 
Shall be equally subdued ; 
Rising with the rising strain 
To an agony of pain ; 
Sweeping from her heart's tense chords 
Snatches wedded to wild words, 
For the impulse of the tide, 
That will no controlment bide, 
Sways to kindred mood her breast. 
Laughing, pensive ; glad, distressed. 
Night will see her steal away 
From the circle of the bay. 
Through the formal lengthened lanes ; 
Through the forest aisles and fanes ; 
Through the leafless corridors 
Vaulting the green mossy floors ; 
Through the chestnut avenue ; 
Gliding like a ghost from view 
Up the steep ascent to yon 
Battlemented hoar donjon. 
Tears and footsteps all night fall 
Softly where death holds in thrall, 
'Neath the monumental stone. 
Crumbling flesh and bleaching bone 
Of the ancient wassailers. 
Oh, an iron nerve is hers 
Thus to company with death ; 
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E'en the peasant bom beneath 
This steep eyrie holds his breath, 
Mumbling prays and counts his beads, 
As reluctantly he treads 
Near this haunt of spectral fear, 
Quaking at each rustling near. 

Hark ! 'tis her accustomed mood 
When the energy 's subdued 
Of her spirit and the tide, 
(Stung no more to maddened pride), 
Thus to string dismembered airs 
On wild words in lieu of prayers, 
At the ghostly moonlight hour 
In yon ruined castle bower. 

SONG. 

I. 
My love sleeps well in the depth of the sea, 

But I have a song that will wake him ; 
And rouse him I will ere the mermaids free 
Wrap him in fetters of melody 

And to their bosoms take him. 

IL 

They have spread in the gleaming coral cave 
The bed and the board to snare him ; 

And see their beautiful charms they lave 

Voluptuous in the rioting wave, 
Yet feign, the bold wantons, they fear him. 
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SONG. 

Oh sweetly he whispered of love, 

Love, beautiful love : 
And vowed he never would rove, 

No, never would rove. 
But the dash of the salt sea tide 
Now falls on the ear of the bride, 
Instead of the thrilling fond vow 
He whispered in days long ago. 

SONG. 

'* I smile ! " And have I not cause 1 
I wiU smile till the day be done : 
For I pry into the hidden laws 
These mysteries revolve upon. 

Oh dost thou think my brain 

Hath been so racked with pain 

That the fine filaments no more 

Will tremble as of yore 
With the glad telegram of peace 1 
Poor fool ! Poor fool ! Oh prithee cease, 

Or let a different lay 

Salute the parted day 
And bid these moaning griefs decrease. 

SONG. 

I. 
A lover lone, with a heart of stone, 

So dull and sad was he. 
When the setting sun his race had run 

Came down to the brink of the sea. 
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TL 
A lute he bore to the moaning shore. 

And he sang a mournful lay, 
On the salt sea strand, by shingle and sand. 

To the dash of the twinkling spray. 

nL 
He sang of one who erst had shone 

O'er his heart like a star of the sea, 
Who learned to rove from her own true love, 

In causeless perfidy. 

IV. 

He sang of the bride till the dashing tide 
Sparkled and laughed with glee : 

It rippled and ran round the lonely man, 
The treacherous, false-hearted sea. 

V. 

He had forgot, or he heeded not 

The rising circling wave ; 
For still he sang of the lover's pang 

Till it became his grave. 

VI. 

The tale is truth ; you smile ? in sooth 

I know the scene full well. 
And oft 1 stray in the moon's cold ray 
^ To gather there the shell : 
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vn. 

The moaning shell within whose cell 
The prisoned echoes sleep 

Of that mournful lay at the parting day- 
Sung to the treacherous deep. 

SONG. 

I. 
Oh I am queen of a fairy throng 

Speeding o'er earth and sea : 
Now into my brain, now out of my brain, 
Without the touch of mortal pain, 
At my will they go and come again, 

Silently, secretly. 

II. 
There pillowed they lie those fairy elves 

Till I bid their slumbers cease. 
When they plume their rainbow-coloured wings, 
Pry into my fond imaginings, 
Divulge the secrets of hidden things. 

And shed the dew of peace. 

IIL 

But they cannot tell, the witching jades, 

Why Jie comes not o'er the sea ; 
Though oft I bid the vagrants rove 
Through ocean grot and coral grove. 
In search of my unfaithful love, 

Who sings not now to me. 



^ 
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IV. 
At times they pout and whisper lies 

That rouse my swelling breast ; 
For he is dead, they dare to say, 
And lies where the mist of the sunlit spray 
Arches the circle of yonder bay 

With rainbow loveliness. 

[ Voice ceases. 
These are pearls disordered strung 
On the lispings of a tongue 
Redolent of eloquence, 
Though divorced from formal sense. 
What hath shattered the unstrung 
Instrument that now hath flung 
These dismembered strains ; and why 
Should the sea invariably 
Link itself to her lone song 
Centre of the motley throng 
Of strange thoughts that ripple o'er 
Her heart's desolated shore ] 
Tis a legend fraught with strange 
Fancies of a wit deranged ; 
For the malady hath ta'en 
Knowledge of the source of pain, 
Jumbling all the harrowing past 
In tableaux vivants that last 
Till the fevered, fickle vein 
Rearrange the shifting scene. 
Village chronicles rehearse 
The ma^n purport of her verse ; 
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How the ocean robbed her heart 
Of its treasured better part. 
Wouldst thou hear, this is the tale : — 
Drifting swift before the gale, 
Three years gone, a wreck was seen : 
All day long the storm had been 
Lashing the contending wave ; 
All day long the ship had braved 
Like a swimmer, the fierce tide, 
Buoyed by hope, sustained by pride. 
Strip by strip the rigging rent 
From the straining masts, and sent 
Signals of distress to land. 
Where we stood upon the strand. 
Plank by plank the ruthless hand 
Of the tempest piecemeal stripped 
Lurching hull, and, angry, ripped 
Gaping seams, through which the 

tide 
Envious poured to swamp her pride. 
Waterlogged, dismasted, swamping ; 
'Neath the crested coursers' tramping 
Heaving, like the struggling breast 
Of the warrior oppressed 
By the victor's iron heel ; 
See her tremble, totter, reel, 
Thrilled with spasms of sharp pain, 
Palsied, giving up the rein 
To annihilation's sway ; 
See she founders in the bay ! 
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No ! once more she treads the wave, 
Scoras the threatenings of the grave, 
Rising from the element 
With endurance yet unspent. 
Shaking off the dripping spray 
From her sides as if in play. 
E*en the weather-beaten crew, 
To traditions stanch and true, 
Thrill our aching hearts with cheering, 
Banishing their own despairing 
Thoughts if such men could despair : 
Hanging in the murky air 
Pendant from a swaying rope ; 
Clinging with tenacious hope. 
Or accustomed habitude 
Of indifference of mood 
To the shattered spars : or lashed. 
Where the waves the fiercest dashed 
'Gainst the baffled tortured helm ; 
Mountain waves could not overwhelm 
The high swelling of those hearts 
To whom the fierce thrill that parts 
Soul from body was a guest 
Long expected. 

'Mong the rest. 
Stranger to their technical 
Language and quick-handed skill, 
See yon hoary-headed sage 
Struggling with the tempest's rage 
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With a stoic introspection 

Worthy of the resurrection 

Of the schools of old. In vain 

Tempests strive to mar the plane 

Surface of his temperament. 

Passion, Murder, hath not bent 

His fixed purpose from the goal. 

Strip his self-sufficient soul 

Of its frail tenement, 

Vainly will thy force be spent ; 

Centred on itself, depending 

On no casual befriending 

Of mere chance — (so runs his creed,) 

His unswerving soul is freed 

From the terror that awaits 

The unrolling of the gates 

Of another phase of life. 

See him breast the swelling strife 

Of the elemental battle, 

Listening while the storm-gusts rattle 

Through the tattered shrouds, and wail 

Dirge-like music on the gale : 

Waiting all indifferent 

For the inchoate event 

That shall bury his dead woes 

Where to-morrow never rose. 

Wildly on the streaming air 

Floats his loose, dishevelled hair ; 

Mildly through the murky haze 

Qleams with gentleness and grace 



\ 
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His soft glance upon the scene. 
On his lips, where late hath been 
Genuine or sarcastic smile, 
Gleams there something to beguile 
Thought from the surrounding war : 
For a memory from afar 
Wraps him from the present strife. 
Shrouds him with another life, 
Photographs before his eye 
Glimpses of a tragedy 
Seared upon the conscience. 

All 
On the beach are held in thrall, 
Gazing on this patriarch 
Of the drifting foundering bark. 
Eva even leaves her tower, 
Moved by a mysterious power. 
By an instinct such as sways 
Hearts that have in bygone days 
Felt a common pulse unite 
Their reciprocal delight : 
Pacing up and down the strand ; 
Waiting for the rescuing land 
To redeem their lives from death ; 
Struggling with her panting breath 
As each shock threatens the hull. 
Strangely weird and terrible 
The disposiire of her mien ; 
What can link her to this scene 1 
Hath irrevocable fate 
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Poured the vials of deep hate 

On her head, in severing 

Hearts in which love's sweet day 

spring 
Gleamed an instant to betray 
With a fickle transient ray ? 
Pacing up and down the verge, 
Where the moaning refluent surge 
Threatens to make her its prey, 
Nought can tear her thence away ! 
For her soul flies forth to him 
Looming, giantlike and dim. 
From the heaving hull ; but see, 
The delayed catastrophe 
Comes to sweep him like a flake 
Where the aqueous arches break, 
And collapse to feathery foamu 
But e'en here he seems at home. 
Breasting the imperious wave ; 
Conquering the threatening grave ; 
Cleaving through the broken tide 
With an arm and heart of pride : 
Nears he yet the crowded shore ; 
Making with exhauatless power 
For the point where Eva stands, 
Spreading out his arms and hands 
As if supplicating aid, 
Deprecating wrath delayed. 
Or appealing to the skies 
To accept his sacrifice, 
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In atonement for a wrong 
Vengeance hath let slumber long. 
Oh, what means that glance between 
These two actors in this scene ? 
What hath palsied his strong skill ? 
Doth a latent power to kill 
Lurk in Eva's scathing glance ? 
Or is it a striking chance 
That the swimmer makes the shore 
Where she stands in speechless power, 
Nerveless droops beneath her eye ; 
Trembles with a mystery 
/ cannot unfathom ; turns 
At her thrilling shriek, and spurns 
Kescue from the sheltering land. 
Eva stands with outstretched hand, 
Pallid lip, and stony eye. 
With the echo of her cry 
Ringing round her own lone heart ;— 
Acting still a speechless part ; 
Sees him meet his adverse fate 
With an untold desolate 
Feeling none of us can know. 
But to mitigate her woe 
Reason vanished with the blow 
Fate dealt at her peace, and left 
Trembling consciousness bereft 
Of its power to wound and pain. 
Nought to tell doth now remain. 
Save that since that tragedy 
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Frenzied her now maniac eye, 
He that trembling passes by 
Mutters o'er her whispered prayer 
For her souFs intense despair, 
For a weary loneliness 
Ever doth her soul oppress, 
While Imagination ranges, 
In a thousand varied changes, 
The events that live again 
Their dull round of maddening pain 
In her teeming, fertile brain. 



THE GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

(from the FRENCH OF BEE ANGER.) 
L 

A BEGGAR stretched on workhouse bed 

Beheld his guardian angel near. 
To whom he, turning, gaily said, — 

" What brings your mighty highness here ? 
All counted, little thanks I owe 
Methinks to thee, so prithee go ! " 

IL 

" Bom in a corner on the straw, 
Could GK)d be Father to so mean 

A wretch ? '' " Yes, and 'twas I that saw 
That couch was always sweet and clean." 



» 
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" All counted, little thanks I owe 
Methinks to thee, so prithee go ! " 

m. 
" A youth, devoid of any care, 

My rent-roll passing charity." .... 
" 'Twas so ; and therewithal the heir 

Of three good wallet bags through me ; " 
** All counted, little thanks I owe 
Methinks to thee, so prithee go ! " 

IV. 

" A soldier next, I left a limb 

Behind me in the battle rout ;" 
" 'Tis true," the angel answered him ; 

" But would it not have had the gout 1 " 
" All counted, little thanks I owe 
Methinks to thee, so prithee go ! " 

V. 

" One glorious morn I smuggled wine, 
And put the judge upon my scent ! " 

" Yes, but my eloquence was thine, 
And twelvemonths' bondage soon was spent." 

" All counted, little thanks I owe 

Methinks to thee, so prithee go ! " 

VI. 

" Then wedded to an ugly jade 

From whom I hoped a swift divorce." . . . 
" 'Tis true," the angel answer made, 

"But marriage lies not in our course." 
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" All counted, little thanks I owe 
Methinks to thee, so prithee go ! " 

vn. 
" Old man, enfranchised from regret, 

Shall I attain the happy end 1 " 
" Of course, of course, would I forget 

The linen, oil, or priestly friend 1 " 
" All counted, little thanks I owe 
Methinks to thee, so prithee go ! " 

VIIL 

" Shall I beneath a dweller be. 

Or shall I rather upward fly 1 " 
" upward, wait ! no : let us see ! 

Suppose by lots the doubt we try." 
" All counted, little thanks I owe 
Methinks to thee, so prithee go ! " 

rx. 
The wretch's caustic humour threw 

A gaiety around his bed ; 
He sneezed, at which the angel flew ; 

But left " God bless him " in his stead. 
" All counted, little thanks I owe 
Methinks to thee, so prithee go 1 " 



I 
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THE GARRETTEER. 

(from " LE GRENIER " OF BERANGER.) 



Once more I visit the abode where youth 

Conned o'er the lessons of sharp poverty : 
When twenty years were mine, a heart to soothe 

A friend and the sweet love of poesy ! 
Braving the world, the fool as well as sage. 

Without a future, yet my life all spring. 
How lightly mounted I the six flight stage. 

For Youth e'en in a garret is a King ! 



'Tis but a garret, let me here repeat ; 

There stood my truckle bed, as hard as low ; 
My table there, here too mine eye doth meet 

Chalked on the wall the Muse's broken flow. 
Return ye pleasures of my happy age, 

That Time hath swooped away on vulture wing. 
For whose provision oft my watch was gaged. 

When Youth e'en in a garret was a King ! 

III. 
Ranged round the board one day of festal joy, 

Each friend's warm heart a tuneful chorister. 
There floated through the casement the glad cry, 

'^Marengo hails Napoleon conqueror ; " 
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Our songs re-echo to the cannons' roar, 
His brilliant deeds we all applauding sing, 

And vow no kings shall desecrate our shore, 
While Youth e'en in a garret is a King ! 

IV. 

Biit let us quit the roof where Reason reels. 

Recalling that regretted distant prime, 
For one brief month of which my bosom feels 

It gladly could exchange all after time. 
Then might I crowd all glory, pleasure, mirth 

And love, in one new hour of sunny spring, 
While Hope smiled sweetly on the smiling earth. 

And Youth e'en in a garret was a King ! 



THE GOOD OLD WOMAN. 

(from " LA BONNE VIEILLE" OF BERANGER) 
L 

Fair mistress, age will steal upon thee fast, 
And bear thee company when I *m no more ; 

To me the swift winged moments of the past 
With double speed have fled Time's lessening shore ; 

Survive then my few years, but not the truth 

That breathed within my songs in former youth ; 

And at thy tranquil hearth as years roll by. 

Recall my well-remembered minstrelsy. 



I 
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n. 
When other eyes shall scan thy furrowed brow 

For those dear charms that have inspired my love ; 
And gossips, questioning the long ago, 

Inquire of him whose memory doth move 
Thy soul to tears ; as far as can be tell 
The ardent passion of my being's spell ; 
And at thy tranquil hearth as years roll by, 
Recall my well-remembered n^strelsy ! 

III. 
And when they ask, "And knew he how to win 

Thy heart r' without a blush confess my power ; 
" And did his bosom hide no secret sin 1 " 

Reply with warmth and pride, " No ! not an hour !" 
But tell how rather love and sentiment 
Breathed in his heart, and voice, and instrument ; 
And at thy tranquil hearth as years roll by. 
Recall my well-remembered minstrelsy ! 

IV. 

For France have I not taught thy tears to flow ? 

Then sing the strain of glory and of hope 
Again, that once o'er all her former woe 

To pour a healing precious balm had scope. 
When there were scattered by the northern blast 
The laurels of a twenty summers past ; 
And at thy tranquil hearth as years roll by, 
JlecaU my ireli-remembered minstrelsy 1 
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And O, thou cherished one, when my poor name 

Shall soothe the sorrows of thy drooping hours, 
Then let thy trembling fingers wreathe the frame 

That gilds my portrait with a few sweet flowers ; 
And lift thy sight unto that nearing shore 
Where, reuniting, we shall part no more ; 
And at thy tranquil hearth as years roll by, 
Recall my well-remembered minstrelsy 1 



JACQUES. 
(from beranger.) 



L 

Jacques, I must rouse thee from thy sleep : 
The bailiff and collector roam 
Around our humble village home 

The taxes from our hearths to sweep : 
Awake, awake, the king demands 
The labours of our toiling hands. 

IL 

Awake, the day begins to dawn, 
Thou art not wont to sleep so sound ; 
See neighbour Remits goods are f(mnd 

Distrained already, ere 'tis morn. 
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Awake, awake, the king demands 
The labours of our toiling hands. 

m. 
*' Oh, not a farthing,'* heavens ! and yet 

I hear the dogs his footsteps greet ; 

Pray for brief respite and we '11 meet 
In one month hence the royal debt : 

Awake, awake, the king demands 

The labours of our toiling hands. 

IV. 

Poor souls, by taxes beggars made, 
What, overborne by ilia, have we, — 
Thy father and thy family, 

But my poor distaff and thy spade 1 
Awake, awake, the king demands 
The labours of our toiling hands ! 

V. 

The cot and its poor rood of land 
In rate and rent are far too high ; 
'Tis tilled by sweat of misery. 

The harvest 's reaped by Usury's hand. 
Awake, awake, the king demands 
The labours of our toiling hands ! 

VL 

Too much of work, too little pay ; 
A little meat when shall we taste 1 
Beyond our reach such things are placed, 

Ev'n salt, our sugar's snatched away ! 
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Awake, awake, the kind demands 
The labours of our toiling hands ? 

VII. 

New health and courage wine might bring, 

But rates forbid the luxury ; 

Yet shalt thou have it, dear, though I 
Exchange for it my wedding ring. 

Awake, awake, the king demands 

The labours of our toiling hands ! 

vm. 
Oh dost thou dream thine angel pours 

On thee full wealth and sweeter rest ? 

Rich folks by taxes are not pressed, 
For they alone have boundless stores ; 

Awake, awake, the king demands 

The labours of our toiling hands ! 

ix 
He enters : heavens, how I quake ! 

Thou dost not speak ! What pales thy cheek 1 

Ah ! yes of pain e'en thou didst speak, 
And an unfrequent murmur make. 

Awake, awake, the king demands 

The labours of our toiling hands ! 

X. 

She calls in vain ; the spirit 's fled : 
For him whom travail holds in thrall 
Death's summons is a welcome call : 

Pray for the relict of the dead. 
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Awake, awake, a king demands 

The earth-spent labours of thy hands ! 



i 



SONG. 



I. 
The deep rich blue of the violet's hue, 

Peeping from mossy bower, 
May glad the heart and charm the view 

With beauty's magic power ; 
But a spell I know, more mighty I trow, 

And one I dearer prize. 
Lulling my woe, in the sunny glow 

That gleams from Marion's eyes. 

n. 
The glances bright of the orbs of night 

Subdue the pensive soul ; 
Their secret might and dreamy light 

Obey no stem control ; 
But a brighter sheen, and more prized I ween. 

Illumes afifection's skies. 
In the lovelit beam and trembling gleam 

Within my Marion's eyes. 



SONG. ]7J 

SONG. 

L 

Though other lips may breathe the tale 

Of soft persuasive love, 
Their tender tones shall not prevail 

To make my bosom rove ; 
For I have mingled heart and soul 

With thee, and thee alone, 
Kesponsive to thy mild control 

And thought, that I *m thine own. 

II. 
No other sigh but thine again 

Shall rouse the sleeping tear ; 
No other's tale of pleasing pain 

Like thine to me be dear : 
I will not list another's vow. 

But muse on thine alone. 
And though thy breast should faithless grow, 

Yet am I all thine own. 

m. 
Another's charms may win thine eye 

And steal thy vagrant heart; 
But I '11 not chide thy perfidy, 

But hide the rankling dart : 
Yet o'er thy dreams will I preside, 

Recalling every tone 
That one could thrill thee, till thy bride 

Becomes again thine own. 



/ 
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THE LOVER^S PLAINT. 

L 

'Tis useless concealing 
The sadness of feeling 
That ever is stealing 

Around my lone heart : 
Bereft of its gladness 
My soul is all sadness ; 
I love thee to madness 

And cherish my smart. 



My heart too confiding 
Deserves not thy chiding 
And bitter deriding 

Of all its fond truth ; 
Why still must I languish 
In desolate anguish, 
Unable to vanquish 

Thy unfeeling youth. 



I 



SONG. 



I LOVE to sip the dewy lip 
Of the flowery gem of worth ; 

When the dreamy eyes of the starry skies 
Bewitch the sleeping earth ; 
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I love the gale of hill and dale 
And the scented breath of the flower 

That bows its head and fragrance sheds 
From the depth of its native bower. 

IL 

I love the dawn of infant mom 

Blushing athwart the sky, 
When envious night from shafts of light 

To caverns is fain to fly. 
I love the sun, when his race is run 

Through the golden gates of the west, 
And he sinks to rest 'neath the soft caress 

Of ocean's heaving breast. 

ui. 
In the breeze's hush how sweet the gush 

Of the songster's melody. 
Swaying the soul with the control 

Of untaught minstrelsy ! 
I thrill with bliss at the zephjrr's kiss, 

And woo its fragrant breath, 
As 'mid the bowers, on the lips of the flowers, 

It meets its courted death. 

IV. 

I love the glance of the moonbeams' dance, 

Tripping across the sea, 
When its mazy sheen like a serpent is seen, 

Playfully sportive and free. 
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And I love to view the azure hue 
Of the untried fields above, 

Whose starlit skies to raptured eyes 
Provoke sweet thoughts of love. 



THE PAUPER'S LAMENT. 

I KNOW by the bounding plunge of thy heart, 

And the frequent dream of thy fitful rest, 
That thy bosom is pierced with Death's cold dart ; 
That thy cradled nest in thy mother's breast 
Must be exchanged for the dreariness 
Of the land of shadow and gloom ! 
The open gate of the tomb 
Invites thee from our niggard hearth ; 
But note of gladness or of mirth — 
The thrill of joy or touch of sympathy 
(Save in the mute glance of thy mother's eye, 
And softened accents of thy father's tongue) 

Hath never rung 
A dreamy rapture o'er thine ear; 

Or o'er thee hung 

In vision dear ! 
I murmur not; my heart is far too sad, 
My burning brain too mad, 
And I too bent beneath the shade 
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Of coining ill, to brood upon the past : 

And why should I recall 
The terrors of the wintry blast 

That held thy life in thralL 
And they would say that I am weak ; 
That I am poor, and should not speak 
Of dead woes, but gird up my mind 
To face the rude inclement wind 

That withers on my breast 
Each treasured flower of loveliness, 
That God hath given me to bless 

My weary steps awhile. 
Oh, I could smile. 
Smile too, but with a bitter mockery. 
As they stand by 
And seek to wring 
From this poor bleeding thing 
I still have dared to call a heart, 
The grateful shout and cry 
Of joy, in gladsome part. 

That thou art gone. 
They stab me with my poverty. 
The while they crave my thanks because but one, 
One, weak and fragile, yet 
(Ah this they gladly still forget,) 

Bone of my bone, 
Remains to lift its feeble cry 
To me and callous charity ! 
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A RIVER 

Ax angel touched mine eyelids, and the scales 
Of dull reality and prejudice 
Gave way to tears — delicious tears of joy, 
Tears such as hearts alone with bliss o'erfraught 
Can feel at distant intervals : and these 
Are grateful as the pearly drops distilled 
By gushing fountains from the arid sands. 
I played in all the wantonness of youth, 
(This the embodiment my dream assumed,) 
When every pulse thrills with new lease of life, 
And inspiration breathes in every gale; 
When Heaven is present in our inmost hearts, 
And seen in every streak of fruit and flower ; 
At happy dawn of life, with after-day 
Expanding hour by hour around my heart, 
In the unsullied flush of virgin thoughts 
My footsteps lingered by the flowery brink 
Of a sweet rivulet 

Oh, how I loved 
The twinkling murmur of its lulling voice. 
Responsive to the litany of praise 
With which the mountain, rock, and river rung 
The swelling alleluias of their thanks. 
And when my bosom heaved with glad high thoughts, 
And I was fain to weep, because no words. 
Poor halting vehicles of lightning thoughts, 
Could image my intensity of joy ; 
The laughing waters would assume a tone 
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Of lightsome carol as they leapt along ; — 

A burst of sinless happiness and mirth, 

Wherein my wishes found a balm and tongue. 

Oh, how I loved to scan that open brow, 

Now radiant in smiles, reflecting looks 

Of ardent love, caught from the rosy blush 

And tempting glance of the adoring sun. 

To me that living stream of poesy . 

Was a most beautiful creation, full 

Of grace and motion ; and a witchery 

Of beauty hung, like dazzling robe of light, 

Upon the rounded form and sunny grace 

Of the presiding goddess of the stream. 

Where'er her footstep kissed the sod, with touch 

Tender and coy as maiden's wish for love. 

The queenly rose and virgin lily sprung 

To epitaph her parted excellence. 

The vocal woods grew hushed at her approach, 

Dreamy with rapture of her witching voice ; 

Whose words gave purpose and a meaning new 

To the eternal strain of eloquence 

From warbling throats. 

Now in my dream I slept ; 
And while the veil of slumber filmed mine eyes, 
The drowsy tattle of the gossip brook 
Swept on and on, and left my youth behind, 
With all its inconsistency of thought 
The loath meanderings of the vagrant stream 
Became a wide and sweeping whirl of waters. 
No more the cuckoo's frequent dual tone ; 
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The lark's good-morrow to the blushing mom ; 
Resounded from the busy shore. 

The wheel, 
The anvil, forge, and hammer ; giant arms ; 
Thought executing, huge machinery. 
Built up of Titan strength and airy motion : 
The shriek; the crash; the roar; the hiss, and whistle, 
The whi|"l; the iron tread; the massive blow; 
The rush; the crowd; the grinding wear and tear; 
The ceaseless ebb and flow ; the bounding pulse ; 
The deep reverberating din ; all these 
Protean forms of man-submissive Art, 
Now changed my Eden to a Babel Tower. 
But yet it was not long before my thoughts 
Emerged from forth their silent hiding-places. 
And pleasant converse held with the new forms 
Of life. It was not long before I saw 
Beauty and strength informed the struggling soul 
Of this new world, and threw a halo round 
The ordinary task and round of life. 
Strange contrasts ; high-born purposes and aims 
Were woven with the chequered web of good 
And ill around me ; and, instinct with life. 
With lessons of deep import, and of truth. 
The shifting pageant swept before my sight. 
I marked the sky-aspiring monument. 
The Jacob's-ladder scaled by angel thoughts, 
The taper steeple less material. 
The more removed from earth and nearer heaven ; 
The city dome capping the fertile brain 
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Of learning in his secret library, 
Where the live present oft retires to con 
The wisdom of the past, or to direct 
The energies of future years. Methought 
The more I gazed upon this pageantry, 
The more the exultation of my youth 
Sank sobered down to fixed determinate 
Resolve to cling no longer to the skirts 
Of ragged strumpet praise : alone I wished 
To niche my memory within the fane 
Made consecrate by worship of the good, 
Rather than great. 

But oh ! the widening river 
Stayed not its course ; the hum was left behind ; 
The fiery furnace, where all hearts were tried, 
Swift faded from my sight : the treeless shore 
Receded from the eye ; the spreading plain 
Of ocean broader gleamed : the flowing stream 
Was speeding to the boundless world of waters ; 
The drop to the infinity. 



THE COBBLER AND JACKDAW. 

I. 
A COBBLER sat on his leathern stall. 
Busily plying the glittering awl : 
And now he stitched, and now he sung, 
Till the echoes round the rafters rung ; 
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While a quaint jackdaw, with ceaseless caw, 
Whose licence knew no rigid law, 
Poised his head, and fluttered his wing; 
" Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing ! " 

n. 
The cobbler's eyes, and hair, and nose 
Were fiery red, as the pipe that glows 
With fragrant fumes 'neath nose and eyes. 
I trow love's amorous caprice 
Had never bent the fatal bow 
To rack the cobbler's heart with woe ; 
Yet see, on his finger gleams a ring, 
'' Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing !" 

IIL 

On my lips there hung a laughing jest. 
As I gazed on this type of ugliness ; 
But he marked the gibe before it fell. 
And I saw his honest bosom swell ; 
Nay, not with wounded pride, for a song 
Kepaid my meditated wrong ; 
And my conscience felt a secret sting ; 
" Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing ! " 

IV. 

" With Nelson my father trod the deck, 
Till the shattered hull became a wreck. 
And sucked beneath the hungry wave 
The Jack Tar to his early grave. 



THE COBBLEE AND JACKDAW. 181 

No tear enshrined his memory 

Fast trickling from my infant eye ; 

For a child knows nought but to lau^h and sing : " 

" Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing !" 

V. 

" They led" me, lingering, by the hand, 

To place me 'neath the dread demand 

Of the despot of the Union Walls. 

Oh, the food was scant and coarse ; and small 's 

The joy of a workhouse progeny ; 

And I could not still the craving cry 

That hunger from my breast would wring." 

" Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing ! " 

VL 

" The mighty magnates met to dine. 

And show the sympathy divine 

For orphans richly running o*er. 

From hearts too fulL Oh, what a store 

Of dainties on the table groaned 

To mock the hungry pauper's moan; 

And the hall with their full fed jests would ring." 

" Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing ! '* 

VII. 

" At twelve years old the cobbler's seat 
Became my envied throne of state : 
Morn, noon, and night the hammer rang ; 
Mom, noon, and night I toiled and sang ; 
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Till the master's daughter smiled to see 
The 'prentice boy so full of glee — 
And the maiden grew as plump as fair, 
Till my mirth it vanished into air ; 
For Cupid loved my heart to wring." 
" Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing ! " 



*' But the master died and left to me 

Debts, daughter and shop; and the jest and glee 

Again came sparkling o'er my life 

To cheer the heart of my new-made wife. 

How merrily the days flew by, 

Feathered with hope and tipped with joy, 

And shot right into the target ring :" 

" Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing ! " 



IX. 

" And a wee, wee face nestled close to mine 
For love and caress at the day's decline ; 
But the mother slept in the cold churchyard, 
And her spirit meets the glad reward 
Love such as mine could never pay ; 
In the other land far, far away. 
And I taught the child to lift the eye, 
The hand and heart to the listening sky ; 
And she learnt the mother's songs to sing." 
" Cdw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing !" 
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X. 
" But my heart is sometimes weary now, 
Pondering on the long ago ; 
But oh ! I never wish to bring 
Those dear ones from His covering wing ; 
And the homely task can cheer away 
The burning thoughts that else would prey ; 
So to the winds my griefs I fling;" 
" Caw, caw : Poor thing, poor thing !" 



THE END. 
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